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Donald K. Drummond is the Master of all he surveys; a 
legend in commercial real estate in New Jersey by day and 
by night a Master Dom at the gay BDSM club, Indiscrete. 
What he couldn’t find was a boy to call his own. That all 
changed when a nerd with taped glasses and worn Dockers 
barged into his office spilling his bottle of 1985 Bourdeau 
over his priceless Persian carpet. Brian Murphy came with a 
host of troubles, the least of which was his grasping Aunt, 
his invalid mother and his rather tenious position in 
Donald’s mail room. Can a Dom with issues of his own come 
to train and trust a needy boy from his own mailroom. It’s all 
A Matter of Trust. 
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PROLOGUE 


In slow degrees, the tow-headed boy woke up on the hard 
floor. A faint moan, an eyelid twitch, a soft flutter of pale 
lashes, and then a blue eye opened face-to-antenna with a 
cockroach. The Sears Tough Skin jeans he’d opened as his 
birthday gift two days ago felt wet around the crotch and 
smelled of both urine and feces. His new plaid shirt with the 
pearl cowboy buttons was torn and bloody. He swallowed 
hard, past a dry lump the size of a baseball stuck in the 
back of his throat. He opened his left eye, the one nearest to 
the bug. It looked as if his bone stuck out of his shirt, a 
handhold under his elbow, the right arm bent at an 
unnatural angle just below the tear. It took a few additional 
seconds for the pain to hit, long enough for him to realize he 
did not know how he got here or why. Then it struck, shock 
abated. 


He hurt, bad. Even so, he knew enough not to cry out. He 
heard Mama pounding on the door of the bathroom and 
Aunt Mary in the distance, along with the whine of sirens. 
Then the pain took him away, and he rode it back to safety. 


SSS 


Sixteen years later, Brian Murphy awoke in his narrow 
bed, shivering despite the intense heat and humidity of a 
pre-dawn August morning in Trenton. Then he heard them, 
sirens in the streets. Tears streamed down his face, but his 
scream was silent. He had The Nightmare. It came with 
greater frequency; sometimes it brought small snippets, 
sharp shards of memory. Despite attempts to consciously 
retain the images, he was unable to hold on to the details of 
his dream long enough to bring it into his conscious state. 


He looked at the small wind-up clock on the battered 
dresser. It read 5:00 am, near enough to dawn for him to get 
up. He dressed quickly in a pair of beige Dockers and a blue 
Shirt. Clipping his only tie to the shirt, he opened the door. 
He carried a small kit bag to work and used it to shave in 
the lobby men’s room, thus avoiding the house’s bathroom 
and its attendant filth. Shaving in the bathroom at the house 
was dangerous, and it took too long in the morning to clean 
the porcelain sink thoroughly. Something as small as a 
Shaving nick was an open invitation to the various and 
sundry fungal, viral, and bacterial agents that grew in every 
corner of the room untreated by anything other this his own 
scrub brush, bleach, and disinfectant. 


He showered with rubber shoes and took forty-five 
minutes to disinfect the area before he took off so much as 
a sock. Even though minimal laundry service was included 
with the room, Brian carted his own laundry to the 
Laundromat every Saturday morning to make sure nothing 
crawled in and made a new home in his sheets or shorts. For 
his defiance of Miz James, the landlady, he was forced to 
pay an extra ten dollars a week. She explained to Brian, 
“After all, I's expecting to get the forty from you tenants and 
if you too cheap to pay an ole lady, you just gonna pay for 
not taking the service.” Brian was sure her tactics were 
illegal, but with the other seamy businesses taking place 
right outside his door, this was nothing in comparison. 
Lacking the funds to move, Brian grit his teeth, smiled at 
the old witch and said something inane like, “My mother 
looks forward to doing my washing for me.” 


Miz James spit out, “Liar,” under her breath, but neither 
she nor he said anything aloud and thus, peace prevailed for 
another week. 


SSS 


Brian crept silently down the creaky stairs of the boarding 
house attempting to avoid Miz James’ undue attention while 
picking his way through empty syringes, broken beer and 
whiskey bottles, and breathing through his nose to avoid the 
smell of vomit, stale cigarettes, and urine. He kept a white- 
knuckled grip on his penlight and one eye on the stairs it lit. 
The other hand held onto the rickety railing. Brian did not 
want to fall and become accidently pierced by a dirty 
needle, a broken bottle, or worse yet, stain his Dockers with 
human waste...he only had two pairs. He could not afford a 
conversation with his landlady this morning, not when he 
had a bit of extra time. Although he made an excellent 
salary; he lived in this dump because he supported his 
mother whose heart was failing. She lived with his mercurial 
Aunt Mary fifteen minutes away in Allentown and she was 
bleeding him dry to care for his mom. 


He was due at work in two hours at Drummond Real 
Estate, where he worked as a mailroom clerk, was hired as 
an Information Technology Specialist in the IT and 
Accounting Department but yeah what a disaster that was. 


He decided to take the extra time his nightmare had 
occasioned by walking to work instead of taking the bus. It 
was only a few miles, however, by not taking the bus, he 
saved the bit of money he had for a cup of coffee and a day- 
old donut at the diner. This morning, he would not go 
hungry. Maybe it would be a good day. 


CHAPTER ONE 


Donald K. Drummond, founder and CEO of Drummond 
Real Estate, strode into his Trenton office shouting, “No 
calls” to Sally Tierney, his long-time administrative 
assistant. Sally had been with Donald since he opened his 
own firm fifteen years before. When he decided to leave his 
old firm to open his own office, she packed her desk with 
composure and told Donald he would need her in the 
coming weeks while he prepared to open. Donald told her 
he could not afford to pay her right away, Sally Tierney cast 
him one of her /ooks and said, “You'll be able to pay me 
soon enough, Mr. Drummond, and then you'll pay me more 
than | could ever get anywhere else.” With that, she handed 
her resignation to the receptionist on their way out the door. 


Donald laughed at her. Moved by her loyalty, he repaid it 
many times in the intervening years. He tried to promote 
her, but his attempts failed and Sally’s rear remained firmly 
planted on the seat just outside his office. Sally proved 
right, as always. She earned one of the highest salaries in 
the firm, and he listened to her scolding and advice when no 
one else dared to challenge him in his den. 


Confident he would remain undisturbed; he set down his 
briefcase on the king-sized executive chair and walked the 
few steps from behind the desk to the floor-to-ceiling double 
hung windows, covered in cherry wood plantation shutters. 
His large strong hands, with their blunt manicured fingers, 
absently stroked the burgundy watered silk papering the 
upper non-brick, portion of the wall. The brick wall bisected 
from the rich paneling at the bottom by a highly polished, 
chair rail, carved from the same wood. 


Donald caressed the smooth texture of the silk as it slid 
beneath the pads of his fingers. He loved the look, feel, and 
texture. It reminded him of watching silk as it glided over 
the hard planes of a lean torso and the bubbled cheeks of 
his former sub, Antonio’s, perfect ass while its owner un- 
wrapped his package for Donald’s exclusive attention. The 
unwrapping was a form of dance enticed with its undeniable 
decadence. The thought of silken shirts and satin sheets 
abruptly ended his reverie. He refused to think of that 
bastard, Antonio, now. 


Donald took several calming breaths and put the morning 
into perspective. He peered out the shutter slats to a busy 
street below. Trenton was becoming fashionable again and 
Donald Drummond and Drummond Realty played a huge 
role in helping to make it happen. He drew some satisfaction 
from that. What he failed to comprehend was how a man so 
successful in his business endeavors remained so inept on 
choosing a life companion. 


Another unsatisfactory interview, | should be used to the 
disappointment by now. More than a dozen interviews and 
not one produced a candidate who could even aspire to 
become my boy. | know Reed believes that | am too picky, 
but in this, | will not settle, ever again. 


To Donald his boy was real. He lived in Donald’s head and 
starred in his most private and flagrant fantasies. Donald 
Drummond belonged to /ndiscreet, a private gay BDSM club 
converted from a 200-year-old farmhouse in a rural corner 
of Monmouth County, New Jersey. Until the nasty business 
with Antonio, which made him both the ultimate fool and 
cynic, Donald ‘The Bear’ Drummond, was the Master 
Dominant at /ndiscreet. Bear was Reed’s silent partner at 
Indiscreet, and the only aspect of the business Bear insisted 
he handle was the position of Dungeon Master/Master 


Dominant-Trainer for every Dom who aspired to membership 
at the exclusive club. After Antonio, he had no patience for 
training cocky tops that, in their abject ignorance, would 
irreparably harm a submissive with real potential by making 
the boy into either a pain slut or a brat. Following that, the 
top would ask him to retrain the recalcitrant submissive, 
when in truth it was the god-awful Dom who needed some 
sense beat into him. 


Donald remembered Antonio as a perfect example of the 
problem. He took the ebony-haired Latino with his fine 
bones, smooth olive skin, and fiery dark eyes as a live-in 
Submissive. His goal was to retrain the boy his master 
claimed to be incorrigible, and prove a point. Even if Antonio 
was not that Sir’s boy, it was possible to train him to 
become someone else’s boy. He kicked his Lobb Oxford shoe 
on the molding, despising his own pride, weakness, and 
stupidity. 


| thought | could make him into the perfect submissive. | 
thought that with my training, any boy could be “My” boy. 
Antonio made all the right moves, he acquired the look, 
stance, and mannerisms of an extremely well-trained boy 
and was adept at the subtlety it took to hint at the fires that 
raged within him. 


Even so, Bear was experienced enough to know that 
Antonio was all show and no go, and Bear was about to pull 
the plug and find the boy a more suitable placement. 


It was ego, as well as sheer laziness and a lack of self- 
discipline on my part, which kept Antonio longer than the six 
weeks it took to make an assessment. Antonio was smart 
enough to read the prevailing winds and took off with an 
older and much wealthier rival. Cutting him loose without a 
settled position and contract was never my intention. He ran 


straight into the arms of a well-heeled club guest whose 
proclivities as a Dominant made the Marquis De Sade a 
pacifist and gave me permanent regret. 


The Brat irrevocably changed Bear. 


He violated Bear’s trust, attempted to steal money, which, 
under the circumstances, he would have received when 
Bear ended his contract. Antonio, however, did not possess 
an honest bone and therefore did not trust the initial 
promises Bear made to him should the match sour. At the 
first sign of Bear’s displeasure, he took off with what he 
thought was a richer, more amiable sucker he had been 
scouting. 


The man was not an official member of the BDSM scene, 
and wasn’t registered with any of the tri-state clubs. He 
lured Antonio to him with the promise of no rules to follow or 
expectations to meet. He said to Antonio that he wanted his 
gorgeous Latino as an indulged pet, a beloved new toy. The 
man claimed he only wanted a young stud on his arm to 
play with and adore. 


Antonio thought he was clever, but was in truth foolish, 
gullible, and vain. He left Trenton and Bear for the bright 
lights of the Big Apple. Six months later, Bear received a call 
from the Sixth Precinct of the NYPD to come to the city and 
identify the body. The police found Bear’s address clutched 
in the hand of a boy dumped in an alleyway off Seventh 
Avenue behind Weng-Feng Wok, a local Chinese restaurant. 
The owners, Misters Weng and Feng, discovered the body 
when they took the kitchen garbage out to the dumpster 
after a three a.m. closing. Bear vividly remembered the 
scene. 


A Detective Sergeant by the name of Patrick O’Malley, a 
wiry Irishman from Homicide, brought Bear into the squad 
room. 


“Take a seat, Mr. Drummond. As | explained to you on the 
telephone, we found your address clutched in the victim’s 
hand.” 


“Have you ever seen this before Sergeant O'Malley?” 
asked Bear. 


“Unfortunately, this young man is not the first found in 
that condition in this precinct,” O’Malley responded. The 
Detective Sergeant laconically pointed to the pictures of 
young men pinned to a corkboard on a wall of the room, 
visible from every desk. “All of their faces were beaten and 
cut to a point beyond recognition.” 


Bear grimaced. 


“You can make the ID from a photo,” O’Malley suggested 
sympathetically. 


“No, I’d rather see him and be certain,” Bear said as he 
silently prayed the man in the photo was not his former sub. 


They took a squad car for the silent ride to the City Offices 
of the Chief Medical Examiner. Bear was in a fog of guilt and 
remorse. O’Malley ushered him into the cold room followed 
by one of the assistant coroners. 


Bear shivered. The bodies of the victims were stacked in 
drawers that were piled four high and consumed the entire 
back wall of the room. 


O’Malley spoke, “Drawer sixty-seven.” 


The assistant opened the drawer and slowly drew the 
sheet from the body. 


Bear gasped, and then gagged. O’Malley grabbed his arm. 
“Do you recognize the victim?” 


“Yes, it is Antonio Rialto.” It was Antonio, but an Antonio 
Bear would not have been able to identify save for a 
birthmark on his lower left abdomen. 


O'Malley spoke again, “You're sure.” 


“Yes | am sure, | remember the crescent shaped 
birthmark, it was unique.” Bear gazed at his former sub. The 
dark Botticelli angel’s face was riddled with deep cuts made 
by a serrated knife. Both eyes were black, and even after 
time in the cold drawer, swollen shut. 


The assistant coroner spoke, “The autopsy showed every 
rib was broken and the lung perforated. They shot out his 
kneecaps and his whole body is covered in welts. He was 
whipped.” 


Bear was lost in thought, tears coursing down his face, 
more poignant for his silence. He did not notice his wet 
cheeks. The beautiful boy in drawer sixty-seven was 
provocative, mischievous, and so very alive in his memory. 
He recently turned twenty-six. The toy had failed to please. 


O’Malley grabbed Bear’s arm and ushered him out of the 
room handing Bear his handkerchief. Bear was thirty-two 
years old and had not cried since he was sixteen. He made 
a silent vow, after this, / will never cry again. 


Bear turned to O'Malley. “You'll get this bastard?” 
“With your cooperation...” O’Malley countered. 


“Anything you need,” Bear replied between clenched 
teeth. 


On the ride back to Trenton, the tears coursed down his 
cheeks as he repeated his mantra, / will never cry again, | 
will never cry again, | will never... 


SSS 


The next morning Bear was on the phone with Reed, co- 
owner of /ndiscreet. “We need to talk.” Bear said, “l 
identified Antonio’s body last night at the city morgue.” 


“How bad?” asked Reed. 


“Bad enough that | was about to puke. Someone 
pummeled his face and then cut it repeatedly with a 
serrated knife. The bastard shot out both his knees so he 
couldn’t run and whipped him until the skin was hanging in 
Strips. It took a long time for the kid to die.” 


“Fucking son of a bitch.” 


“Yeah.” Bear answered as his fist came down on his 
antique desk. 


“What now?” 
“Now we set up the best security system on the coast so 


this never happens to one of ours again,” Bear replied with 
cold determination. 


“Whatever you think. Are you all right?” 


“| don’t know if | will ever get over his face looking up at 
me from that cold drawer out of my head. But, it is never 
going to happen again on our watch, you hear me 
Reed...never again.” 


“You have a plan?” 


“Would | have bothered to call you this early in the 
morning if | didn’t?” 


“Shoot.” 


“Every candidate for Master must undertake a four 
weekend training course, no course, no admittance to the 
club. He can take it at several different clubs or all the 
lessons at one. With one proviso, all testing is done at 
Indiscreet. That is non-negotiable.” 


“That’s not going to go over too well at the Shore Clubs,” 
Reed replied. 


“We are the biggest, fancy-assed club in the area. If the 
Doms can get an entrée here at a reduced membership fee 
for completing the course, they will come and since | own so 
much of the Shore Real Estate, | can back up my threats.” 


“Okay, what about references?” Reed asked. 


“We standardize the reference form and procedures for all 
the Shore area clubs, each newbie needs a background 
check and three members to vouch for them. Transfers have 
to undergo a complete background check and carry a 
written, verifiable reference from their former club.” 


“Will the others go along, do you think?” 


“Since all of the clubs want boys trained here, | think 
they'll comply.” 


“When we meet to explain the new procedures, I’m asking 
O'Malley from the NYPD to come down and show photos of 
the New York victims. After they finish puking, they will sign 
up. Besides, a club who can offer vetted Masters as well as 
vetted subs is going to get more traffic. The program is in 
their self-interest.” 


“We'll call a meeting then.” 


“One more thing, | give the final test to all the Doms until | 
can find someone else | can trust not to let anyone slide.” 


“Your call. That side of the house is yours, always has 
been.” 


“Yeah, my call...lt sure didn’t help Antonio.” 


“Don’t beat yourself up. The man came with a member 
and met our former guidelines.” 


“Antonio was a sly, money grubbing, cheating bastard. 
Even so, he didn’t deserve that kind of death. No one does.” 


Bear stayed with the program for a year, training Doms 
and subs; running both it and Drummond Realty until he felt 
he had found an acceptable replacement. 


Bear met Bull Raleigh in a club in Union City where Bear 
was giving a lecture on screening the membership. Bull 


hailed from North Carolina. He liked the man but got a 
strange vibe. 


He called Reed. “I think I’ve found my replacement. You 
will need to run an in-depth check. Ask Jim Boy to reach out 
and touch some of his snake-eater friends.” 


Two days later, Reed reached Bear at the office. “You were 
right, former Special Forces, very hush, hush. The man was 
a Captain and highly decorated. He was snagged in Don’t 
Ask, Don’t Tell. Bull Raleigh is an alias for Raleigh Davis. 
There was a very public fight when he was thrown out of 
Special Forces. My informant says Bull doesn’t want to play 
martyr for the cause.” 


“Fucking bastards,” Bear cursed. “I am going to ask him to 
interview for the position. Have Jim Boy and one of the pain 
Sluts available. | believe in his integrity, but he needs to 
know how to handle the tools.” 


Two weeks later Bull took over as Dungeon Master at 
Indiscreet. Feeling he left both /ndiscreet and the new 
system in Bull’s capable hands, Bear left the club burned 
out. He returned only when his belly clutched with need and 
his loneliness left him on the razor’s edge of sanity. He 
would do a scene with one of the club’s submissives who 
had yet to find a Master or was not ready to take up the life 
on a twenty-four seven basis. He took care of the sub and 
himself with the minimum of attention that good aftercare 
allowed, and then he left. 


Bear banged his fist on the molding in frustration. It took 
three and a half years for the image of the beige speckled 
cinderblock walls in the basement morgue not to haunt his 
every waking hour. He could not forget the others who 
would have to look down at the frozen remains of their loved 


Ones in drawer sixty-seven. It would forever remain 
emblazoned on his eyelids as he slept. Antonio’s many 
barely-healed scars, coupled with the new ones, made what 
was once the face of a dark Botticelli angel into a grotesque 
mask of Carnivale. 


They caught the fucker, a pimp, and New York State tried, 
convicted, and sentenced him to life without parole. Yet, 
something in Bear had died with Antonio. He had not loved 
Antonio. Antonio hurt Bear’s pride by leaving, but Bear’s 
overzealous conscience did not let it lie with that. Maybe if I 
had reached out, tried to talk to the boy, assured him of his 
safety with me until he found his legs and knew what he 
wanted and where he was going... 


Bear’s fists squeezed tight and there was a bit of moisture 
about his eyes. His whole body was tense. 


The interviews were difficult. Every one brought back 
memories of Antonio’s death. Why do I continue to do this? 
Bear asked himself. 


The selection process is akin to beating my head against a 
brick wall. 


Donald answered his own question, / continue because it 
will feel so good when I am finally able to stop. 


Donald K. Drummond shrugged hard and left the window. 
He had a business to run. He turned away from the street 
scene below; pinching the bridge of his nose to ward off the 
headache he felt lay in wait. Donald thought about today’s 
young sub and all of the others who Reed sent to him to 
interview since he began an active search six months ago, 
three years after Antonio’s demise. Each boy was lacking in 
some aspect of physique, temperament, or demeanor. They 


were good boys; however, they were not his boy, the boy 
who lived in his dreams. This time, no other boy would do. 


He hadn't listened to his heart the last time, Antonio was 
an almost. Almost was trying to hammer a square peg into a 
round hole. You could do it, if you diminished the size of the 
peg, yet if you needed the peg again, it would not be useful 
because you had compromised its inherent integrity. Donald 
had compromised his own and Antonio’s integrity, and that 
is why, despite Antonio’s duplicity, he still mourned 
Antonio’s death. Deep down, where no one but he could 
see, he put a good portion of the blame on himself. After the 
incident, friends of the incarcerated pimp, a small time hood 
by the name of Giovanni Benzano, had tried to “reach out 
and touch” Donald. They learned to their misfortune that 
Trenton was Donald’s town and he had friends of his own. 


Donald thought carefully about his choices. 


! cannot be alone forever, that is where madness lies. | 
need a boy who is prepared to meet my exacting 
expectations. This boy would be my friend as well as a lover. 
He would have the fortitude to be mine, owned, body and 
soul, yet still think independently, able to amaze a room 
with his wit and intelligence. He would possess a personal 
demeanor capable of gracing a dinner with his presence as 
adeptly as he could serve it. Most of all, he would be a balm 
to my soul, bring passion to my body and love back into my 
heart. In other words, | need my own freaking miracle...not 
likely. Hell, bloody pigs would be piloting F-22s before | ever 
find what I need. 


Donald gave a dry chuckle at his own impossible dream. 


He laughed because he knew what he most desired was 
as unlikely as finding a 1943 Lincoln cooper penny in the 


Sahara. Donald wanted love and more than that, trust. The 
man who was incapable of trusting anything or anyone 
wanted his boy to trust him. 


Donald knew he had a temper. He spoke too loud. Several 
times during the interview process, he had more than lost 
his patience with Reed. Just this morning Reed presented 
him with an entirely unsuitable candidate. 


After the boy left, he exploded. “Goddamn it, how long 
have you known me?” he shouted. “What in hell made you 
think that kid was even remotely acceptable?” 


“Calm down. They can hear you in the kitchens. Everyone 
already knows you are one tough son of a bitch, is it 
necessary to constantly prove it?” Reed said wryly. 


“That kid was a twink. | raised my voice and he cringed. 
What would he have done if | really blew my cool? Shit, he 
would be hiding under the table. | need a boy who respects 
me, not one who is terrified every time | bark.” 


“Maybe you should try not barking so often. It would help 
your blood pressure to say nothing of making it easier to 
find you a sub.” 


“I want a sub who accepts me as | am, Reed. | am thirty- 
five years old, and set in my ways. | am not likely to 
undergo a personality transplant for a sub that does not 
even wake up my prick. I’ve already told you several times, | 
do not want any Antonio look-a-likes. If you don’t pay 
attention to my preferences, every Goddamn interview will 
end the same way.” 


“Every Goddammed interview has ended the same way. 
You bellow, you pound your fist, but that does not get you 


one whit closer to finding a sub. It only frightens the pool of 
candidates.” 


“Well, look in another pond. I’ve had it with interviewing 
greedy twinks. | watch their eyes. They have no interest in 
anything but my money and my status as Master in this 
club. Don’t call me about another bloody boy until you find 
me what | asked for.” With that statement ringing in Reed’s 
ears, Bear left Reed’s office, slamming the door behind him 
in a fit of temper. 


Bear knew he was opinionated. The right sub could 
provide the motivation he lacked to change the status quo. 
He rejected many potential candidates because they 
provided him with no reason to grow into the kind of 
Dominant he longed to be. Those boys would never inspire 
him to explore the breadth of his character or the depths of 
his soul. His heart cried out for a boy to make him smolder, 
to strike a spark and set him afire. None of the boys Reed 
presented, so far, had found the matchbook, much less lit 
the match. He looked about for distraction, disturbed at the 
road his mind had taken this morning and visibly upset he 
had lost his temper, yet again. 


Donald shoved down his desires and closed the gates. It 
was past time for him to get to work. He loosened his tie. 
His first priority was to take a piss, followed by washing up 
and straightening his clothing. He thought he would indulge 
himself in a glass of good Bordeaux since it was already 
close to noon. 


He stepped over to the credenza on the wall to the left of 
his desk and pushed a button. The panel beside the 
credenza opened, revealing a well-stocked bar with a 
twenty-four bottle wine rack and cooler. Donald looked at 
the labels Sally applied at the end of each shelf. Yes, Reed 


was right, although Donald preferred the word exacting to 
fussy. He decided to taste the 1985. It was a good year for 
wine, Bordeaux in particular. 


Grabbing a tall glass with a wide bowl of cut crystal from 
the overhead rack, he uncorked the bottle to let it breathe 
before he poured. The glass would encourage the bouquet 
of the Bordeaux to the top of the bowl, allowing it to linger 
on the palate and display the clarity of the wine selection. 
Placing the open bottle with the glass on his desk, Bear 
mused he had come a long way from Thunderbird Wine in 
plastic cups. He stepped through the door into his private 
washroom. 


A full-length mirror hung behind the door. The room was 
large, the long wall with its glass tile countertop sported two 
ruby glass bowl sinks and an antique armoire, which stored 
towels along with a few suits, several shirts, and fresh linen. 
Along the back wall was a shuttered booth containing two 
sections. The first section held the facilities, the second, a 
well-lit dressing room with mirrors and a small platform used 
when the tailor came to customize something Donald 
bought off the rack. To the right of the enclosure stood a 
waterfall shower and tub. The washroom was a work of art, 
yet today Donald failed to notice. He unzipped the fly of his 
custom made navy pinstriped suit and pulled out his 
uninterested dick. 


Useless. Not once, in any of the interviews, had it leaped 
to attention. His dick did not even make it up to half-mast. 
Sometimes he wondered if it still worked! 


He stood stock still, allowing himself to conjure up a 
picture of his perfect boy. His boy was slender but well built 
and only tall enough to tuck under Donald’s chin. His skin 
shone pale and fine and shaded to Irish Cream if exposed to 


the sun. It would take marks well, but to Donald, dominance 
meant control, not violence. If a sub enjoyed the lash, he 
would oblige. 


However, Master Drummond did not need to flog or whip a 
sub to demonstrate his mastery. A strong arm did not prove 
dominance. It proved the Dom had a submissive with the 
ability to handle pain. He loved to spank a round, tight, 
perfect ass, and knew exactly how much force to use to 
make the sting and heat pleasurable and exciting. He had 
the talent to wield a variety of BDSM tools. He chose not to 
do so unless pressed. He was the acknowledged champion 
of the single-tail bullwhip. He could wield his weapon of 
choice maximizing pain while reducing lasting injury, a 
much-prized skill among BDSM enthusiasts. However, Bear 
did not want a sub who loved his whip, he wanted a sub who 
loved his Bear. 


A sub who gave his Master absolute trust, perfect 
obedience with reverence and grace demonstrated the 
Master’s true ability to dominate his submissive. A Master 
did not obtain submission by lavish reward or by extreme 
punishment. He obtained it by earning trust and inspiring 
love. 


Donald remained uncompromising against even the 
appearance of infidelity. An infraction of this tenet of 
Donald’s personal code was his Achilles’ heel leftover from 
his time with Antonio. He would not forgive infidelity, even 
the idea of a flirtatious sub rubbed him raw. Growing up ina 
working class family, with a drunken and abusive father who 
flaunted his infidelities in front of his mother, Donald 
Drummond never had anything he could keep for or to 
himself. On his seventh birthday, his mother had saved 
enough money to buy him the Millennium Falcon, Hans 
Solo’s ship from Star Wars. It was his favorite toy. He stayed 


up late that night playing with the action figures, totally 
absorbed in his imagination. 


Donald did not hear the footsteps in the hall until it was 
too late to put the toys away. He made a valiant effort to put 
the model back into its box and under his bed before his 
father could open his bedroom door. 


“What the fuck are you doing up so late, boy?” his father 
asked. 


“I was playing, Dad, I’m sorry. It is only ten minutes past 
bedtime. Please Dad.” 


Donald knew what was coming. 


“Is this the foolishness your mother spent my hard earned 
money on?” His father staggered into the room. He had only 
managed to get the Falcon into its box and shoved halfway 
under the bed. His father bent down to pick up the box 
almost falling over in the process. Donald could smell the 
beer and whiskey on his breath. 


Donald tried to catch his interest. “It’s the Millennium 
Falcon from Star Wars, Dad, isn’t it a beauty?” His father sat 
down on his bed and Donald began to hope. 


“Donald, your bedtime is at 9:00 pm, not ten minutes 
after. This is interfering with my household.” 


His father threw the beloved toy on the floor, got up off 
the bed, and crushed it with his heavy work boots until 
there was nothing left. “This is what happens to things that 
cause disobedience. Now pick that mess up, stow it in the 
trash and all those stupid dolls that go with it. l'II make a 
man of you yet.” 


Donald began to cry, when his father noticed his snuffling, 
he backhanded him across the face. “Get rid of this shit 
now. You can spend the night on the porch, you sniveling 
little bastard.” 


Donald’s nose started to bleed and his father grabbed the 
paper bag out of his pocket and took a swill of whatever 
remained and threw it on the floor. “Go, now, and don’t let 
me see that kind of shit in my house again.” 


Donald crept out to the porch listening to his mother’s 
tears and cries of pain. He tentatively knocked on the 
backdoor of his neighbors, the Sanatores. Mama Sanatore 
welcomed him warmly, disposed of his broken toy and the 
broken bottle of Seagrams 7 in the bag. “Is your mama all 
right?” she asked. 


Donald shook his head in the negative. “Don’t worry 
Donnie, l'Il send Pop over to put him to bed. Meanwhile let’s 
get some ice on your nose and I'll check your hands for 
cuts.” 


In the background, Donald could hear Pop Sanatore 
cursing out his father and Mama telling him, “Just get him to 
bed, Sal. You call the cops and then what, the bastardo will 
be back in the morning to do more damage. l'Il keep Donald 
here tonight, he can get his school things in the morning. 
You see to his Mama too, eh?” 


The next morning when Donald went for his books and 
school clothes, he found his mother sporting a black eye 
and his room torn apart. His father smashed every toy 
beyond recognition and was snoring in the living room, 
Sleeping it off. 


His clothing, his toys, and his room...nothing was ever 
safe from his father in a drunken rage. As a result, Donald 
began to keep anything of significance with the Sanatores 
and became very protective of what was his. 


This is why it was not in his makeup to share the boy who 
would become the center of his life. He shared his wealth 
with charities all over Trenton and Hamilton. When Pop 
Sanatore got laid off from his job at the linoleum factory, he 
bought the property on Route 29 and invited the Sanatores 
to come and live with him to take over the housekeeping 
and maintenance duties. He asked them to work, only 
because he knew Pop would not take a handout. 


Therefore, he shared his home with Mama and Pop 
Sanatore and their assorted family. Donald was not cheap, 
or selfish, just protective. There were things he gladly gave 
away, but after his father and Antonio, he could not, would 
not share his boy. 


Once he decided to claim a boy, the boy would be his. The 
contract prepared for his boy to sign contained explicit 
clauses regarding prohibitions of certain behaviors around 
other males. Donald would make it very clear at the onset of 
the relationship. If his boy permitted another man to touch 
him, his contract became invalid. The contract clearly stated 
any breach of this clause would mean banishment from 
Donald. 


Donald had no compunction over sending a boy naked to 
the Master who defiled him. The clause that required fidelity 
in his contract was, by his own instruction, unbreakable. The 
only person who could rescind it was Donald, and Donald 
couldn’t conceive of an occasion where he would void that 
clause. 


The fidelity clause was harsh, almost Spartan in its 
rigidity, but it would remain in the contract as a warning to 
any boy who dared to think of Donald as an ATM. 


If the initial trial period of a contract ended, and both 
Donald and the sub mutually agreed to part ways, the sub 
would receive a generous cash settlement. 


If there was subterfuge on either side of a D/s relationship, 
no true power exchange existed. The trust the power 
exchange engendered made Donald’s dick hard. For 
someone with an inability to trust, trust became Don 
Quixote’s Unreachable Star. For your boy to look up to you 
with absolute love and trust was the headiest feeling on this 
earth. Most Masters knew the submissive held the real 
power in the terms of the Power Exchange. 


A Master must earn the trust and love of the sub. It 
became the ultimate gift, the gift of giving complete control 
to your lover. Because of this gift, a sub would sit at the 
center of his Dom’s life and become his total focus. If a boy 
earned his trust, Donald would deny him nothing. He would 
sell his very soul to keep his submissive lover at his side. 


He shook his head to purge his mind of the thought. 


Everything is in place. All | require is a boy who can 
restore my faith with his honesty. | can learn to trust again. | 
will find my perfect boy. He is out there waiting for me. | 
have to know this and to believe in it with my entire being. | 
will love him and he will love me in return, and I will trust 
my lover. 


Donald stiffened; he would not travel around that weary 
circle in his mind. Obedience, lust, and love, if he got so 
lucky, were enough. If he never quite brought himself to 


trust his lover completely, so be it. He learned not to trust at 
too early an age for him to forget the lesson now. He 
disciplined his mind back to the fantasy in his head. 


Donald watched in his mind’s eye as his massive hands 
massaged the boy’s body with sweet scented almond oil, 
making love to his nipples and bare chest. His boy did not 
necessarily have a virgin ass, but it would be tight around 
his throbbing shaft. As Donald’s mind sunk into the whirlpool 
of his fantasy, his alternate persona, Master Bear of 
Indiscreet took hold. 


Bear’s mouth would torment the balls bound with a cock 
ring and suck vigorously on his sub’s cock building pressure, 
so it leaked copious amounts of pre-cum, despite the tight 
fit of the leather harness surrounding the balls and base. 
Maybe, if the boy begged, he would add a weight or two to 
hang from the bindings. His boy had two nipples pierced. 
They had gone together to get it done. 


Donald pictured a platinum chain connecting the piercings 
and smiled for the first time this morning. His cock rose 
rapidly as the familiar fantasy played. Throwing his head 
back, he pulled a long, hard stroke, dropping further into his 
daydream. He closed his eyes and pictured the scene. He 
grabbed at the bulbous head of his cock and stroked it to 
the script. 


Bear honed his own skills in preparation for his boy by 
teaching Doms again. A picture-perfect Dominant in tight 
black silk and leathers highlighting what Antonio had called 
his kong-sized cock, Master Bear, the toughest Top in the 
state, hid a tender heart. He ratcheted up the heat as he 
pulled harder, while squeezing and rolling his balls in his 
other hand. 


His fantasy played on in his mind standing in front of the 
sink. He and the boy attended a function at /ndiscreet. He 
stood, speaking to Reed. Jim Boy, Reed’s sub, stood behind 
Reed in a Standing Attention mode. 


His boy knelt, legs parted revealing his long, thin, 
perfectly formed cock, encased in a cock ring that Donald 
had secured a few hours before. His head remained bowed, 
but his eyes were alert beneath his long lashes to watch so 
he could anticipate Donald’s smallest desire. The boy kept 
his hands locked behind his neck, with his ass poised on the 
back of his heels, his spine straight and showing no strain 
after holding his position for over two hours. 


Donald tapped his trousers with the index finger of his left 
hand, once. The boy rose with effortless grace from Kneeling 
Attention to his knees and, keeping his eyes lowered to the 
floor, crawled to a position which placed his face at the 
center of Donald’s belt. He opened his Master’s belt and 
undid the closure to his tailored pants. 


The fantasy in his head was echoed by his now erect 
member. Abundant streaks of clear pre-cum leaked from 
Donald’s thick cock head. He took his manicured thumb and 
pressed it into the slit, rubbing the liquid around the head. 
His shaft felt as hard and heavy as polished concrete over 
steel, Donald let the fantasy to play out to its inevitable 
conclusion. 


Donald closed his eyes and imagined the boy as he 
reached into Donald’s dark silk boxers with hesitancy, 
waiting for his Papa’s permission. Although his boy loved to 
suck his Master, he knew sucking his Master’s cock came as 
a privilege given or withheld at Master’s discretion. He 
caressed the sub’s wavy, platinum hair, pressing down on 
his head in encouragement. Those long slender fingers 


cupped and kneaded Donald's balls as the boy’s hot tongue 
engulfed his cock and worked its way down to his sacs with 
cat-like licks. 


His boy learned in detail what his Master craved. He 
followed the licks by flicking his tongue up, down, and 
across the prominent veins on the underside of his shaft. He 
would then adjust his mouth around and under the head of 
his Master’s huge cock, until Donald shivered with need. 
Donald pulled his boy’s head closer. This amazing boy gave 
him total control over every aspect of their lives. All he 
asked for in return was his Papa Bear’s attention and care 
for his health and happiness. 


Bear thought he received immeasurably more. He tapped 
his boy’s neck and the perfect oval of a mouth with wet pink 
lips swallowed the whole nine inches of Bears fat cock until 
it hit the back of his throat. He relaxed his throat muscles 
and suppressed his gag reflex, and then he began to 
massage his Master’s cock with the muscles in his throat. To 
do this, he had to trust in his Master to pull back and let him 
breathe. The fantasy felt so real to him he could feel the boy 
sucking his cock. 


Bear took pride in the fact the boy placed his hands in a 
locked position behind his back. He knew the Master he 
loved would never harm him. Therefore, the boy would 
neither gag nor attempt to pull back, giving Donald the 
power and trust to do as he would. Donald would go deep, 
fucking his boy’s mouth with hard, swift strokes. He would 
come in streams and his boy would swallow it all and keep 
Donald in his mouth, licking around the head and shaft until 
Donald became soft, drained dry and depleted. 


When Donald ran a rifling touch through his hair, his boy 
straightened Donald’s clothes and resumed position, navy 


eyes shining up at his Master in adoration, love, and 
absolute trust. 


Donald worked at his cock, and several strong pulls later, 
released. He came in long streaks all over the sink and 
countertop, leaving him shaken and holding onto the rim. 


He knew his faults. Neither his face nor physique would 
win any competitions. He tried to even the playing field by 
the understated elegance of his surroundings and 
conservative panache of his wardrobe. Even if Bear would 
be more comfortable in jeans and leathers, he dressed like 
the Prince of Wales to convince himself of his own worth and 
prove to those who knew him back then, that now Donald 
Drummond was a man with whom to be reckoned. He 
finished cleaning the sink and vanity with a disposable wipe 
and whispered his request aloud. 


“Give me a boy of my own. | need to be special to 
someone: A Papa Bear...” He had wasted enough time today 
on this foolishness, he really had to get... 


A loud thump interrupted his thoughts, followed by the 
sound of a slight click. Seconds passed, then a muffled voice 
hissed, “Oh Shit...Fuck.” 


CHAPTER TWO 


“What in Hell’s name?” Donald bellowed as he stepped 
out of the washroom holding a hand towel. He stopped. His 
ability to speak vanished. He could neither howl nor whisper. 
Donald didn’t believe the evidence of his own eyes. A 
replica of the boy who co-starred in his most erotic fantasies 
lay sprawled on his rug amidst a rapidly spreading burgundy 
stain, which could only be his bottle of Bordeaux. 


“I’m sorry, Sir. l'Il clean it up immediately,” the boy said in 
a panic. “Sally said | shouldn’t come in, but they told me to 
make sure you had this...” He pointed his shaking hand in 
the direction of the large heavily taped parcel, which had 
replaced the bottle on his desk. “I have to do whatever they 
tell me...down there,” the boy babbled. 


Donald was happy the boy became so flustered. It gave 
him some time to recover from the shock of discovering his 
boy existed in the physical world. For a moment, Donald felt 
his mind caught in the loop of desire and fantasy. He looked 
down again. Yep, the entire bottle of 1985 Bordeaux stained 
his eight thousand dollar, hand woven, hand-knotted, 
antique Persian rug. What little wine that did not make it to 
the rug splashed back at the boy. 


“I tried to catch the bottle, Sir, but the package obscured 
my vision and | tripped over the fringe and landed on...eh...| 
think there is at least one glass left.” The boy turned and 
reached for the bottle at his left knee. His knee moved and 
almost did an encore. He anxiously looked up at Donald 
while holding out the remainder of the Bordeaux. His face 
flushed with embarrassment, he said, “Maybe you should 
take this bottle, Sir, before | knock it over again.” 


Donald silently reached over, grabbed the bottle by its 
neck, set it in the middle of his desk and almost sent the 
crystal glass over the edge. He had long ago trained his face 
not to show emotion, and inwardly Donald grinned. He 
didn’t give a flying fuck about the rug, the wine, or the 
interruption. He didn’t even mind his own apparent 
momentary lack of coordination. The boy sprawled before 
him was not an illusion, before him lay his fantasy in the 
flesh. 


Donald judged the boy’s age at early to mid-twenties. He 
stood about five-foot four, a nine-inch difference from his 
own six-foot three-inch frame. Donald had the physique of a 
linebacker under his Savile Row suit. The boy looked lean, 
Sleek, built like a runner or a swimmer. His platinum hair fell 
to his shoulders where he confined it in a queue with a 
simple black leather tie. Several silken, unruly curls escaped 
to frame his face, giving him a look that said, “I’ve just been 
fucked.” 


He wore a pair of beige Dockers and his well-worn Oxford 
Shirt spilled halfway out of his pants. The left side of the 
Shirt bore the brunt of the stain. He had a white plastic 
pocket protector with about three or four pens attached to 
the pocket on the right. The kid’s belt was black, but his 
shoes were brown. His tie went askew and the clip showed 
along with the black elastic fastener. He wore huge horn 
rimmed glasses held together at the nose with a band-aid 
that hung from a croakey. When the boy wore the glasses, 
Donald knew the sparkling blue eyes with long, light brown 
lashes would remain hidden. Donald shook his head to make 
sure he was not projecting some kind of waking wet dream. 
It seemed real enough, as the kid knelt attempting to clean 
wine up from the rug in panicked frustration using tissues 


from the holder on his desk as Donald enjoyed the outline of 
his well-shaped ass. 


Donald looked down again. 


Jesus Christ, could this get any better? He is sporting a 
hard-on I can see through his Dockers. Christ, he’s 
gorgeous. 


He filed the boy’s reaction away for later examination. 


“Stop,” Donald ordered. The boy went motionless and 
assumed a submissive pose an experienced Dom would 
interpret as “Attention,” his legs parted, ankles crossed, 
back straight, and his hands clasped at the small of his back 
with his head bowed. 


Donald helped the boy up. He felt the slender but well- 
developed build. He led him over to the sofa. The boy 
shook. “Hold on, kid. Take a minute to breathe.” 


Donald walked over to the far side of his desk and picked 
up the phone. “Sally, call Maintenance and have them come 
to pick up my rug for stain removal.” Then, turning towards 
the boy, said, “What is your name?” Donald asked in a tone 
of voice commanding an answer. 


The kid looked up, squared his shoulders into a pleasing 
line, and answered Donald as if trained to submission for 
years. “My name is Brian Murphy, Sir. | work in your 
mailroom.” 


Donald didn’t listen to the kid’s answer so much as watch 
his body language in fascination. He crossed back to the 
couch and sat in close to test the waters. Donald’s gaydar 
never failed. The kid was gay, thank God. Did he have the 


Submissive tendencies Donald suspected? Was Brian the 
type of boy he sought? Could his Master train him to 
absolute obedience? Donald knew he needed complete 
control in order to trust a boy again. Maybe Brian would 
have the strength to train if he felt strong emotions for his 
Master. Could Donald engender strong emotions in Brian 
Murphy? 


A natural submissive would look downward and become 
agitated if any man other than his Master got this close. It 
would be an instinctive behavior not unlike a beta wolf 
exposing his neck to his alpha. The kid looked down and 
away from Donald’s eyes as he edged away from his thigh, 
which Donald had placed almost close enough to touch his. 


“Sir... Sir, you need salt, Sir,” the boy babbled, again. “My 
mom says for a wine stain you sop up the wine, dilute it with 
soda water, then follow with salt, uh...Sir.” The kid was 
almost incoherent. 


Interesting, Donald would peg him as sassy and 

loquacious, in control of himself and his environment most 
of the time. Therefore, what made Brian lose his 
concentration? 
“Sally,” Donald shouted out the door, “also bring in a 
bottle of seltzer and a container of salt. The lunchroom 
Should have both.” He said to pacify the boy. Donald 
watched as the boy jumped up to attempt to mop up more 
of the spill and to furtively move himself out of Donald’s 
intimate space. 


Donald commanded, “Sit, now.” He attempted to sit 
almost as soon as the words left Donald’s mouth. It was 
unfortunate his ass was over the arm of the sofa rather than 
the seat. He grimaced and did a semi-slide onto the seat 


cushion straight into the boss’s lap, landing on Donald’s 
recently acquired hard-on. The kid’s pale complexion 
flushed a delightful shade of pink. Donald moved over to 
give the kid room but remained close to Brian’s personal 
Space. He had a hard time holding back another chuckle. 


Covering his gaffe, Donald said, “I gather you work for 
me?” 


“Yes, Sir,” the kid said, as he gave hima strange look. 


Fuck, Donald thought, now he was the one caught wool 
gathering. He decided to ignore his own faux pas and 
continue. 


“In what capacity Brian?” asked Donald. 
“I’m an intern in the mailroom, Sir.” 


“I was not aware Mavis put interns in the mailroom. In 
general, we place interns where they can learn something 
new and rise in rank.” Donald’s last remark was a question 
although he presented it as a statement. The kid played 
possum and ignored his query. Donald was intrigued. 


Donald edged closer. The kid tried to move away subtly. 
However, Brian was running out of sofa space. He noticed 
the kid was desperate to hide his nervous giggle. He put a 
hand in front of his face and attempted to disguise it as a 
cough. Donald’s laugh boomed up and out from the bottom 
of his diaphragm. It had been a very long time since he last 
tried to bury a laugh. Still skittish, but encouraged, his eyes 
slid over to Donald. Brian gave in and let out a laugh. 
Donald let the breath out of his lungs, unaware he held it in 
as long as he had. Brian rose up from the sofa, trying to fuss 
at the wine stain again. 


Right then, Donald’s Bear wanted Brian in a bad way. This 
cub had possibilities. He would have to plan this and 
proceed as a Drummond. The Clan’s motto was Gang 
Warily-Go Carefully. He would go on warily and carefully, but 
go he would. Maybe, just maybe, he had finally met his 
match. Donald patted the sofa seat, indicating the cub 
Should sit. Brian nervously sat on the edge of the sofa, 
looking like he wanted to move closer but was afraid to do 
SO. 


“So, Brian Murphy, what brought you to Drummond 
Realty?” Donald asked, silently willing Brian to answer all his 
unasked questions. 


“| graduated in January from Monmouth University with a 
double major, accounting and information technology, 
summa cum laude with an MBA,” Brian replied, as if he was 
speaking in code. “I had other offers, but applied to 
Drummond due to its benefit package and its atmosphere of 
tolerance toward minorities.” 


“Why are you in the mailroom instead of Accounting or 
IT?” Donald asked. 


“I’m sort of clumsy at communication, Sir. | guess they 
figured | would do less damage in the mailroom...! do try to 
follow um...rules to the letter, but my communication 
problems get in the way, Sir.” 


“I don’t remember poor communication skills being a 
problem in Accounting. Sales maybe, but not Accounting.” 
Donald laughed. Brian returned a weak smile. 


“Well, what is considered clumsy communications skills 
may not pertain as much to what I do as it does to who and 


what | am, Sir,” Brian answered him. In an afterthought and 
in an effort at perfect honesty said, “Although | do babble 
when I’m nervous.” 


Donald, as a Master, was very good at soliciting 
information from a potential sub, while making the process 
as painless as possible. He needed to know his sub's 
strengths, weaknesses, what kind of pain gave pleasure and 
which caused a sub to use his safe word. Obviously Brian 
was attempting to give him information, feeling his way 
around the issue to see if Donald would be the one who 
would listen. Donald’s job was to let Brian know he would 
not only listen, he would also help. He raised his voice. 


“Why are you up here? | told Sally | was not to be 
disturbed. Didn’t you hear her when she told you not to go 
into the office?” 


“Uh, Mr. Robbins, Sir, my boss, he came down to the mail 
center...” 


Donald’s brain worked at two levels as he listened to 
Brian’s story. Robbins was a known bigot and bully whom he 
wanted to fire with cause for years. Unfortunately, he and 
Robbins shared a history. They were enemies since 
childhood. Robbins beat up Donald so severely that he had 
to go to the Emergency Room where Donald had to talk the 
doctor out of pressing charges. As Donald explained, the 
bullying would only become worse. The doctor suggested 
karate lessons. Donald listened. 


When Donald started hiring semi-skilled labor, Zeke 
presented himself to Human Resources. Since Donald gave 
his executives autonomy, Human Resources hired Zeke. As 
much as Donald wanted to dismiss Zeke Robbins the 
moment he was hired, he knew that their personal history 


would land him in lawsuit hell. He resisted the urge and 
tried to ignore the man completely. 


Zeke worked his way up to manager of the mailroom. 
Even so, the rumors flew. Zeke was a card-carrying member 
of the worst element of the Christian right wing. He was a 
racist, a bigot, and a well-known homophobe who was not 
shy about stating his views. In the five years since he was 
hired, Robbins’s feet edged closer and closer to the line, but 
Zeke managed to stay just shy of stepping over. If Donald 
was right, Robbins may have crossed his Rubicon, and 
Donald, finally, may have found cause. He had let his mind 
wander again; fortunately, it seemed as if he had missed 
little of note. 


Brian continued, “...and gave me a package. He told me 
to bring it up here and make sure | gave it to you and no 
one else. My kind is forever on his bad side, so when Ms. 
Tierney said not to come in, if | listened to her, | would have 
disobeyed Mr. Robbins and lost my job. | really need this job, 
Sir. As | said, he has a problem with me anyway.” 


“Hmm,” Donald mused, he noticed Robbins lurking in the 
reception area outside his private office suite when he 
arrived. He knew his voice carried and frustration always 
raised his decibel level from bellow to roar. Robbins had 
heard him tell Sally ‘no calls’, yet, he had thrown this cub 
into the Bear’s cage. 


Interesting, Donald thought. 


Donald knew Robbins hated his low-end job at Drummond. 
Moreover, he is rabid in his hatred of me, but well paying 
Jobs are not close to the ground around here, so Robbins 
stays where he is and takes his innate meanness out on his 
co-workers. This kid is gay to boot. 


Mavis, his Director of Human Resources, called Robbins an 
unexploded sexual harassment suit. She had complaints on 
exit interviews, but no one would put it in writing. Office 
gossip portrayed Robbins as one vindictive son of a bitch. 
However, if Robbins set Brian up, it was a completely new 
ball game. 


Donald had been out of the closet for years, but he did not 
flaunt his sexual orientation. Most of the senior employees 
had been with the company since the beginning. They knew 
which side of the fence Donald played. He never gave a 
thought to what his employees felt about his sexual 
orientation. Since he owned the company, he didn’t care. 


Drummond Real Estate had a reputation in the 
Surrounding communities as being a place that encouraged 
minority employees and gave benefits to live-in partners, 
whether they were same sex or heterosexual couples. He 
insisted on generous maternity leave for both mothers and 
fathers. 


Donald surveyed the surrounding area and made sure he 
paid a wage at least equal to, if not higher than the 
competition. He subsidized a pension plan, not a 401K, and 
promoted from within. Few employers in the area gave 
anything comparable to Drummond's liberal benefits, 
vacation days, holidays, or work environment. These 
policies, he felt, brought him the best and the brightest and 
if he lost a few good employees because he was gay, he 
gained many more because he was fair and generous. 


He was right. Most employees thought Drummond was a 
great place to work. The majority of Drummond personnel 
didn’t give a damn about the sexual orientation of the boss, 


because he wasn’t tight-fisted with the help. However, there 
were exceptions and Robbins was one. 


“Brian, | am going to ask you something. You do not have 
to answer me. If you refuse, you will still have a job. Do you 
understand?” 


“Uh...yes, Sir.” 


“Look up at me, kid. | am not going to bite, at least not 
yet,” Donald joked to break the tension. The kid was 
frightened and he didn’t look like a young man easily led to 
emotional excess. Donald had caught and filed the hints 
Brian threw his way without acknowledgment. He already 
knew Brian was in this situation due to his sexual 
orientation. Donald was unable to do anything with a hint. 


Brian looked up at Donald. Those huge navy eyes were 
over bright with worry. Master Bear overtook Donald and he 
did not think, he acted. He brought his big paw up and held 
onto the right side of Brian’s face, thumb working at light 
calming strokes down the smooth jaw. The kid shivered and 
Bear thought for a moment he was about to nuzzle his hand. 
“Cub,” Bear asked in a very gentle tone, “Are you gay?” 


The kid heaved a sigh of relief. Bear had asked. He had 
not accused. 


“Uh...yes Sir. | did my job in Accounting, and | did it well. 
Mrs. Mueller wrote up my clumsy communication skills. | 
may be better with numbers and code than with people. 
Even if | misspoke, | always made it a point to apologize. | 
was fine in Accounting, and hoping for a promotion to IT. | 
had my own cubicle and didn’t get in anyone’s way. Mr. 
Blake over...” 


Blake was Donald’s Vice President of Information 
Technology, which included Accounting, Systems 
Integration, and Data Coordination. Commercial Real Estate 
in the Mid-Atlantic Region of the US had to rely heavily on 
the instant exchange of information, if John Blake took 
notice of the kid, the kid was a star... 

“... in IT commented on a report | prepared for Mrs. 
Mueller and told me I had potential. Mrs. Mueller...” he 
stopped for a moment and took a breath. 


“Brian, anything you say to me here, in this office, will 
remain confidential, unless | have your permission to do 
otherwise.” 


“Mrs. Mueller didn’t care too much for me after Mr. Blake 
asked to review all my work. He said he liked my succinct 
style and wanted me trained for a better position.” 


“Why, Brian? Please feel free to give me your opinion as 
well as the facts.” 


“| believe Mrs. Mueller was seeking the same promotion. 
She had been taking credit for all of my work and she 
wanted Mr. Blake to continue to give her the credit for any 
exceptional work done in the department.” 


“Refresh my memory. What does Mrs. Mueller do in 
Accounting?” Bear asked, still stroking Brian’s face. The kid 
was beginning to calm down. 


The adrenaline shot of fear dissipated at a slow pace, his 
boy almost purred under Bear’s hand. Yet, he forged on 
attempting to explain to the Big Boss what happened. 
Whatever it was, it was evident the kid was desperate to 


keep his job. Bear made a decision, this boy was his boy and 
the sooner he got him in his life and in his bed, the better. 


“Do you smoke?” 

“No sir, why?” 

“| don’t like the smell,” Bear replied. 
Brian gave him a strange look. 


The next thing Bear needed to know was why the kid was 
in such a dire need of funds. 


“Mrs. Mueller is the Administrative Assistant to Mr. 
Bartolomo, he manages the junior accountants.” 


Bear put his hand up signaling Brian to quiet. Brian’s 
babbling took the story on quite a circuitous route, showing 
Bear Brian’s compassion, but not giving him the answers he 
needed. With his curiosity at its peak, Bear asked, “And how 
is Mrs. Mueller related to Mr. Robbins? | can’t seem to 
understand how you wound up in the mailroom?” 


“Oh, I’m sorry Sir.” He was blushing again. “Mr. Robbins 
and Mrs. Mueller go to the same church. Well, she was my 
boss...” 


The same Church—Alarm bells went off in his head. Bear 
put up his hand again and Brian went silent. Very well 
trained, he thought. 


“| understand that the Manager of Junior Accountants is 
Mr. Bartolomo.” Brian squirmed. 


“Mr. Bartolomo is getting a divorce, Sir. He stayed in his 
office and Mrs. Mueller ran things the last few months | was 
in the department.” 


Bear was impressed. Brian felt sorry for Bartolomo, even 
though it looked as if his negligence put Brian in harm’s way. 
Yes, definitely a good heart, Bear thought. 


“Continue, Brian, what happened when she became your 
boss?” Bear growled a little. The kid squirmed at his change 
in tone, unused to Bear’s decibel range. Bear boiled with 
anger, and not because one of his employees dared to 
damage a boy he was about to claim. Employees at 
Drummond were not doing their job. Bear paid well and 
expected his employees to perform. He understood things 
like divorce, sickness in the family, and that is why he made 
sure to hire an empathic but competent HR manager, whom 
he was about to promote to VP. But now, Mavis’ ass was ina 
sling and her promotion might be in the wind. She was not 
going to be playing happy families with the miscreants. 


The kid continued in almost a whisper. Bear’s brows 
furrowed and a few deep lines stretched across his 
forehead. The street kid in Bear knew what he looked like 
when he was on the verge of violence and the boy picked 
right up on his mood. He took a breath, and remembered he 
and those he protected were no longer defenseless against 
the likes of Mrs. Mueller. He cocked his head to encourage 
Brian to continue. 


“Why do you want a job in a mailroom when your degree 
can get you a better job elsewhere without the hassle?” 


Herein lay the tale, Donald thought. 


Brian sighed. “Medical insurance, Sir, my mother is on 
Social Security Disability. It is not enough to live on, never 
mind pay medical expenses. Medicare covers most illness 
but Mom has special needs. Your insurance plan allows me 
to claim Mom as a dependent, so her medical bills and 
prescriptions are covered and what’s more, the policy took 
effect the day | started work. | still get a decent salary, and | 
can give a lot of it to her. | would not get as much 
somewhere else. | am saving so | can get enough to put up 
a down payment for an assisted living facility for Mom. | can 
handle the monthly fees. | need to get together enough for 
the down payment. | should have it by next month. 


“Mrs. Mueller saw my earring and asked if | was gay. | 
didn’t think anything of it and said, yeah. Next thing you 
know, | was in the mailroom with Mr. Robbins. I’m not stupid, 
Sir. | pretty much got what happened. However, as | 
explained, | need my salary. The job is mindless and Mr. 
Robbins is...well he doesn’t care too much for gays, Sir. He 
makes downright nasty comments.” 


He always had, Donald thought, remembering the old 
days when Robbins spoke to Donald with his fists. Robbins 
now found a different way to claw at his gut. 


Bear looked at Brian with his eyes aflame. “What kind of 
comments, Brian?” 


“The usual, Sir,” he responded. “He never calls me by my 
name, he says ‘Hey faggot.’ He tells me to bring my own 
water because he doesn’t want his staff getting ‘those homo 
diseases’.” Bear noticed the distressed look flicker across 
Brian’s face. The look told Bear the kid was more upset by 
all of this than he let anyone see. 


“I think he’s trying to get me to give up and quit or 
provide him with cause to fire me. That’s why even when 
Sally, err, Ms. Tierney, said | shouldn’t disturb you, | knew | 
had to give you the package directly, or Mr. Robbins would 
use it as an excuse to get rid of me.” 


Or, on the other hand, have me do it for him, Donald 
thought as he became all business. Aloud, he said, “You 
stayed and consented to be harassed for your mother’s 
sake?” 


“No, Sir. | am gay and out of the closet. | earned the right 
to be whom and what I am. Drummond is a minority-friendly 
company. Most companies say they are minority-friendly, 
but extend privilege only to the popular minorities. If you 
are African-American, Hispanic, Jewish, Muslim, whatever, 
you are it’s fine and you can work in peace without 
harassment. Nevertheless, if you are gay, you have no 
benefits and no protection. Drummond was reputed as 
being gay-friendly and outright supportive of life-partner 
benefits, everything we are denied for not being ‘regular 
folks.’” 


Donald looked at Brian. He seemed resigned to his fate. 
Donald wondered as to what fate he felt himself resigned 
and didn’t care for the path his brain was taking. Zeke 
Robbins would no longer victimize this boy. He had to be 
very careful here. 


“Brian, | don’t make a big deal of it, but I’m also gay, I’ve 
been out since my teens. With your permission, you and | 
are going to rid this company of Mr. Robbins and his cohort, 
Mrs. Mueller, and put the rest of Drummond Real Estate on 
notice. We won’t stand for harassment of any kind.” Donald 
buzzed Sally from the phone on the table next to the sofa. 


“Sally, call Mavis and tell her | want Brian Murphy’s 
employment file on my desk in two minutes.” 


“Yes, Mr. Drummond.” 


The light in those bright blue eyes seemed to dim. Bear 
came out to roar. The boy was no more than twenty-two or 
three. He was much too young to look so defeated. Bear 
wanted to kiss that look off his face and bring back the 
sparkle in those bright blue eyes. 


He also wanted to see those eyes when he first stuffed his 
nine-inch, fist thick member into his boy’s well-lubricated 
ass. He wanted to watch them glassy with ecstasy, shining 
with mischief and desperate to please his Papa, only his 
Papa. He wanted his ass red hot with strokes from his hand 
until his cub’s dick was leaking and he was begging to 
come. He let go of Brian’s chin and put his arm casually 
around the back of the boy’s shoulders and pulled him 
closer in a gesture of comfort. Bear then rose and crossed to 
his desk. “Relax, Brian. You are safe. You have a job here.” 


Bear looked out from under his eyelashes at Brian. The 
boy’s relief became obvious. His face lit up like a Christmas 
tree. Clumsy or not, he remained a beautiful man. He 
wanted him. His cock was tenting his pants. He felt the pre- 
cum leaking from the tip. Bear was glad he wore a dark suit. 
The small stain would be less obvious. 


Once he straightened this mess, Bear was going to 
concentrate on how to get Brian Murphy into, preferably tied 
to, his bed on a permanent basis. He smelled it. Brian would 
be a perfect sub. Brian was squirming on the sofa like a fish 
on a hook. Bear was quite pleased, because he intended to 
begin to reel him in. A hesitant knock sounded. Mavis 
Moore, a short, curvy woman with a dark chocolate 


complexion stood in the doorframe, a paper file folder in her 
hand. Bear stood and mentally shifted over to a business 
mode. 


“Don, you asked for Brian Murphy’s file? Has HR screwed 
up? | thought it was a bit strange such a promising intern 
would request a transfer to a dead end department like Mail, 
but Iris Mueller and Zeke Robbins both assured me he 
wanted the transfer, something about having more time to 
take care of his mom. 


“I looked at his record. When he was hired, Brian 
stipulated we transfer sixty percent of his salary to Mrs. 
Murphy’s account. Since we do the split for child support, | 
thought, why not for parental support. He also listed her as 
a dependent for insurance. With the insurance request in his 
file, | figured it was the truth, she was going through a bad 
patch and the kid needed time.” Mavis moved toward 
Donald’s desk, agitation showing in the staccato beat of her 
heels on the planked floor. 


“And you never thought to ask the employee the extent of 
his problem or to look and see if Drummond could find a 
solution other than take a valuable, trained Accounting and 
IT professional and put him in the mailroom with an IT 
professional’s salary? Did you speak to either Blake or 
Bartolomo about it? Damn it, Mavis,” Donald boomed, “you 
figured wrong. | have Brian right here. Why not ask him 
what you should have asked before the transfer?” Donald 
watched as Mavis’s face set in ire. 


Donald also watched Brian’s reaction. He saw that the HR 
director’s obvious anger distressed his boy. Nevertheless, he 
could not reassure him right now, he had to act as Donald, 
not Bear. Mavis would reassure the cub soon enough and 
any damage would be recoverable. Mavis Moore didn’t like 


to be wrong and seldom was. Donald moved behind his 
desk, taking the file. 


“Are you telling me Iris Mueller lied to me? Witch,” Mavis 
fumed, her hip cocked with her right arm crooked at the 
waist, body vibrating. An angry Mavis looked like a wasp 
circling in for the sting, Donald mused as he sat down at his 
desk, flipping pages and making notes. 


“Yep, looks like,” Donald replied easily. “It also seems Mrs. 
Mueller is running Bartolomo’s group since Bartolomo’s 
brain went on vacation when his wife left. He signed this 
and | doubt he even looked at it.” 


CHAPTER THREE 


“Brian,” Donald asked. “Tell Ms. Moore what happened. | 
would also like you to explain to both of us why you never 
reported either Mrs. Mueller or Mr. Robbins to Human 
Resources.” 


Brian’s face fell, but he squared his shoulders, just like a 
sub about to be flogged. He seemed to turn inward and 
finding his center, he cleared his throat and spoke. 


“Please, Ms. Moore, | meant no disrespect to you or to Mr. 
Drummond for what I’m about to say. You had no way of 
knowing what Mr. Robbins and his friends were doing. | was 
aware Mr. Robbins and Mrs. Mueller were homophobic, but | 
had both Mr. Bartolomo and Mr. Blake as a buffer, at least | 
thought | did. It’s common knowledge Robbins is the bane of 
every gay and lesbian employee in the company. He does 
petty things like delaying important mail, Knocking over 
coffee on their papers when delivering packages, and 
making nasty remarks under his breath. Most ignore him 
because he does have seniority, and he would be difficult to 
fire. 


“Who's to say what is an accident or what is deliberate 
harassment? It would be Robbins’ word against the injured 
party and even if Drummond is gay-friendly, most of us are 
a bit gun-shy about taking on the Christian right without 
backup. When someone did complain, the harassment 
would escalate, and maybe a small accident would occur, 
leading to a potentially larger one. No one was Sure. It was 
all gossip and innuendo to my mind. | knew Mrs. Mueller 
didn’t like me. | never anticipated what happened. | didn’t 
think she had any influence with either Mr. Bartolomo or Mr. 


Blake. They thought she was nasty. Mr. Blake admired my 
work. | ignored her and did my job, thinking everything 
would be okay. Then again, so did the Jews, Gypsies, and 
GLBT folk in Germany until they packed them into trains to 
travel to Auschwitz,” Brian noted dryly. 


“I was fine until Mr. Bartolomo began having problems 
with his divorce. Mrs. Mueller never deigned to notice me 
before, but when Mr. Blake began to come in and personally 
ask for my reports, she had it in for me. She called Robbins 
and you know the rest. | really don’t know if Zeke Robbins 
arranged the rumored accidents or if Mrs. Mueller acted in 
concert with him. | can only attest to what they did to me. If 
| get hurt, and can’t work, well, | have to worry about my 
mom. If you need me to file charges, | will. I’m no coward. 
However, | need to know my mom will be taken care of 
should something happen to me. Mom is the only reason | 
didn’t come forward.” 


Donald nodded his head in agreement and said, “Nothing 
will happen to you, Brian. | will not let it. However, in any 
case, Drummond Realty will see to your mother’s care and 
Mavis will put it in writing, won’t you, Mavis?” 


Mavis, as if on cue, acted in the exact manner he 
predicted. She went over to Brian cooing and clucking like a 
mother hen. By the time she was done, Brian was looking 
down to hide the red in his cheeks. Donald also noticed an 
almost indiscernible shake in his shoulders. Brian was 
holding back tears of relief. 


“Brian, there is a washroom over by my desk if you need 
it. While you are in there, take a clean shirt from the 
armoire.” Donald liked the idea of his shirt caressing Brian’s 
Skin. 


Brian nodded and walked to the toilet without looking up. 


Donald watched his Brian disappear into the washroom 
and then stared at Mavis. 


“Explanations...” Donald shot. 


Mavis all fired up was a sight to see. Mr. Robbins and Mrs. 
Mueller were about to meet their fate and it would not be 
pretty. 


“| have no explanations, Donald. | screwed up. | need time 
to make some phone calls. | will take care of Robbins and 
Mueller immediately, but a full investigation will take a little 
more time, if | still have a job.” 


“You have a job, Mavis, only because you admitted you 
fucked up,” Donald said, reverting to street speech in 
temper. “If you hadn’t, | would have personally escorted you 
from the building. | will expect a preliminary report by four 
this afternoon.” The tone of Donald’s voice told Mavis he 
was unyielding on this issue. 


Donald closed the file and placed it in his desk drawer. 
Rising, he said, “We can continue this discussion after | take 
Mr. Murphy to lunch. | expect this will be enough to rid us of 
those two?” 


“You didn’t even have to ask. They were gone as soon as 
you had to call me up here. You know | love to visit, Donald, 
but I’d rather my butt be on the couch than on the carpet.” 
Donald heard the washroom door click open. Brian’s eyes 
were puffy, but he looked as if he regained control of his 
emotions. 


“Young man, don’t you worry. | will have it all fixed up by 
Monday.” 


“Thank you, Ms. Moore. l'Il be grateful for whatever help 
you can provide,” Brian answered in a polite sub-like tone. 


“Mavis, wait.” 


He bellowed, “Sally...” Brian jumped. He had to be more 
careful about yelling. Sally popped her head in the doorway. 


“Mr. Drummond,” she answered, her voice icy. 


Oh hell. He was going to have to apologize to Sally for 
bellowing. “Modulate your voice, Donald,” she told him time 
after time. “Roaring does not ensure cooperation.” 


“I apologize for my tone, Sally. | am very frustrated. Please 
schedule Mr. Bartolomo, the Manager of the Junior 
Accountants, followed by John Blake for after two. Cancel 
anything else | have scheduled for this afternoon and wipe 
their schedules as well. 


“Mavis, keep your schedule open. | am going to want to 
see you after | see the others. If one of my employees is 
having a difficult time, his management should be aware of 
the problem and have worked around it before it became a 
crisis.” 


Donald escorted Mavis to the door and turned to Brian. 
“Brian, why not go get your things and bring them up to 
Sally and she will hold them?” Brian’s face fell. He needed 
to work on the kid’s confidence. Donald picked up his hand 
and ran it down Brian’s soft cheek. The boy did not have 
much of a beard. “On second thought, Sally, would you be 
so kind as to call security and have three of the men get 


Brian’s things. While they are at it, they can escort Zeke 
Robbins up to the conference room. Get another of the men 
to roust Mueller out of IT. 


“Don’t worry, Brian. You still have your job. | am moving 
you out of the mailroom and back into Accounting where 
you belong. Now, come along. I’m taking you to lunch. It’s 
Friday, we will take a late lunch, and you can have the rest 
of the afternoon off. | figure Drummond Real Estate owes 
you at least that much.” 


Donald looked Brian over and rolled up the sleeves of the 
Shirt, straightened the collar. The shirt was at least four 
sizes too big. Donald absently began to tuck in the shirttail 
and his fingers brushed over the front of Brian’s Dockers. 
Brian had a hard-on and his long slim cock almost peeked 
over the line of his cotton boxers. 


Brian jumped back. Donald mumbled an apology. Again, 
Donald was astounded that the boy had the same instant 
reaction to Donald’s near proximity as Donald had to his. 
Resolutely, Donald turned and thumped his hard-on, hoping 
to control himself at least through lunch. 


“If you blouse out the bottom a bit, it will look like one of 
those medieval shirts,” Donald suggested. Brian 
immediately began to pull the shirt slightly out of his pants 
to achieve the desired effect. Donald was delighted. Brian 
had followed his instructions exactly. This boy would make a 
wonderful sub. Donald beamed at Brian. Brian looked up 
and returned his huge smile. 


Donald pushed the intercom button and asked in a “well- 
modulated” voice, “Sally, please have my driver ready to 
take Mr. Murphy home after lunch.” He turned to Brian and 
said, “We'll pick out a nice box of candy for Sally on the way. 


That should keep the ice out of her voice until the next time 
| roar at her.” He watched as Brian suppressed a giggle. 
Donald wanted to hear more of those giggles. He put his 
hand underneath Brian’s elbow and guided him out of the 
room. 


Donald returned from lunch at two even more determined 
to have Brian. The kid was like the Energizer Bunny; 
whatever life threw at him, he just kept going. Now it looked 
as if the battery juices were about to run out. How many 
kids would sacrifice their life to take care of an aging mother 
whose doctors doubted would see another birthday? All of 
his Brian’s energy went into caring for his mother. The kid 
had no stamina left and he suspected Brian was in 
emotional lockdown. Donald committed himself to bringing 
smiles to those perfect pink lips and permanent sparkles to 
Brian’s eyes. He already had the kid’s tentative trust, now 
Donald must cement the deal. He needed to hold himself 
back and not overwhelm the kid. It was going to be very 
difficult. When Donald knew what he wanted, he charged 
right in to get it. Restraint was going to be hard. 


He sent the kid home after lunch with his driver. As soon 
as he got back to the office, he headed for the washroom, 
threw cold water on his face, and thumped his cock so he 
could give his full concentration to Mavis and her 
confrontation with Robbins and Mueller. 


Back behind his desk, he buzzed Mavis. She was at his 
door in a snap. 


“So, Robbins and Mueller?” he asked her as soon as her 
foot hit the threshold. 


“They lied. | put them in separate rooms and one asshole 
tried to incriminate the other asshole. In exchange for 


resignations and not filing discrimination charges with the 
Feds, they were willing to sign affidavits absolving 
Drummond from any guilt along with standard non- 
disclosure forms and non-competitive clauses. | gave them a 
week’s salary for every year of service, because you told me 
| had to do it. They were also given prepaid insurance for 
one year or until gainful employment and coverage of 
another policy, again, due to your insistence. 


“| documented their blatant abuse of the young man and 
the possible legal ramifications of their behavior. | 
specifically spelled out to Robbins that the young man could 
file both criminal and civil suits against him in Federal Court. 
He had violated Federal Discrimination Laws and assaulted 
his victims. He just smirked. | informed him he could do time 
and be forced to pay damages to Brian Murphy and he 
smirked at me, Donald!” 


Donald nodded. His silence infuriated her, just as he knew 
it would. They were worthy adversaries. Mavis kept Donald 
Drummond’s ego in check. She also gave him good counsel. 
Mavis’ increasing outrage set off warning bells in his brain— 
the question was why? 


“| informed both Robbins and Mueller the company would 
not file charges, which | think is a serious mistake. Donald, 
you didn’t hold them accountable for their behavior, that 
alone belittles Brian Murphy’s courage. | expected both to 
run out of here with their tails between their legs like the 
street trash they are, but he shrugged his shoulders and 
sneered.” 


Mavis continued, “Donald, I’m going to dig deeper, make a 
few calls to former employees and get some more 
background. Robbins was running some kind of con under 


the radar. | need to find out what it was and how to fix it. | 
will have more for you later, around four. 


“Oh, and by the way, since | finished early with the local 
KKK, | covered the issue with John Blake and chewed on his 
black butt for not knowing Bartolomo’s situation, thereby 
almost losing Drummond a valuable employee. | also asked 
if his brains and eyes were up said butt when Iris Mueller 
started doing her boss’s business. He’s been given the fire 
and brimstone, you might want to do the come-to-Jesus.” 


“Thank you for taking care of that for me, Mavis.” 


Mavis continued, “I also let John use the conference room 
to talk to Bartolomo. We gave him an eight-week leave of 
absence with mandatory counseling. This will enable him to 
get himself organized and his head back on straight. John 
has to find a way to run that department until Bartolomo 
gets back. After all boss, | do not have an endless budget for 
temporary workers to cover John’s ass. If he was watching 
the store, Bartolomo would be in counseling once a week as 
soon as this mess began and this story, a non-starter.” 


“Give him the temp, Mavis. Everyone screwed the pooch 
on this incident. If this hadn’t happened, it would have taken 
longer and cost the company more to nail Robbins and 
uncover a bitch like Iris Mueller. Bartolomo’s wife had the 
morals of an alley cat, yet she did all of us a favor when she 
left, including Bartolomo.” 


Mavis turned to leave. The Boss was distracted, not really 
on top of his game. “The meeting, at four?” she asked. 


“Four is fine, Mavis. | will be here. Err...Mavis...do you have 
a minute?” 


“Don, we may have quite a problem here, and I’m not 
referring to Bartolomo and Blake. To put it politely, you 
usually insist | hire full time employees, not temps...boss... 
you're not listening to me.” She stood at the doorway, 
tapping her foot. “I gather you have a reason for this 
benevolence and your distraction?” 


Donald tented his hands, thumbs together, a pose he 
often took when he was contemplating a difficult deal. He 
looked up. Mavis was waiting. “Mavis, you know | am gay, 
right?” 


“Yes, Donald, of course | know, that horse left the barn 
years ago.” 


“Mavis, | want Brian Murphy. I’m not talking about a one- 
night stand here. I’m talking about the whole works. Can | 
still have him work here with me in full pursuit?” Donald 
watched as Mavis rolled her eyes. 


“Donald, the same rules apply. We do not have a non- 
fraternization policy at Drummond. | told you in the 
beginning they don’t work. People are people. They meet 
someone at work and they want to screw. As long as you 
give him a choice and he suffers no consequences, if he 
refuses your attentions or decides to end the relationship, 
you will have no legal repercussions. However, as | warned 
you when we adopted this policy, other problems can crop 
up. Sometimes the couple can’t continue in the same work 
environment and you lose a good employee, or they need to 
be moved to another geographical area. Sometimes the ex, 
if he or she is in a position of power, abuses the power, and 
we have to ask for resignations. It can get messy. In the past 
fifteen years, we have had three messes to clean, not many, 
considering. All three incidents were resolved without legal 
proceedings, but one almost made it to court.” 


Mavis sighed. “It depends on the character of the players. 
| know you. He is the unknown in this situation. Your 
company, your choice, boss.” Mavis turned on the heel of 
the railroad spike encased in black patent leather she called 
a shoe and made for the door. She stopped for a moment, 
looked over her shoulder and said in an almost whisper, 
“Good luck boss. You deserve someone of your own after the 
Antonio debacle. l'Il be back at four to discuss what else | 
found.” She opened the door and left. 


Donald reached over to the intercom and buzzed Sally. 
“Sally, could you re-schedule John Blake for a Monday 
morning meeting at...say...eight-thirty?” 


“Yes, Boss, and by the way, thanks for the chocolates. 
Make-up chocolates taste sooooo good.” Donald laughed. 


“I'll try not to shout at you, Sally.” 


“Boss, you have been trying not to shout at me for fifteen 
years. Besides, | would miss my monthly allotment of guilt 
chocolate. l'Il call John Blake and set up the meeting. Do you 
need anything else?” 


“There will be, but that is all for the moment. Thanks 
Sally.” 


“| live to serve, Boss.” 

“Right...” Donald said as he shut off the intercom. 

Donald attempted to make a dent in the work that flooded 
his inbox. He couldn’t concentrate. His mind kept wandering 


back to Brian. Mavis’s reference to Antonio made Donald 
think. He knew himself to be a demanding man and an even 


more particular Master. He didn’t want to hurt the boy, he 
cared too much already and the boy had been hurt enough. 
Antonio’s infidelities had left Donald a very suspicious 
partner. He had serious trust issues. He could accept 
nothing other than complete obedience. He needed to slow 
down and take the time to ease the boy into his life. Donald 
decided to make a list to facilitate his plans. 


He tapped his Mont Blanc on the legal pad he used for 
lists. It left a splotch. One day he would remember to take 
his Aurora 88 with him to work. However, his employees had 
given him the Mont Blanc for his thirtieth birthday, and he 
felt honor bound to use it while he was at work, even though 
the damn thing leaked. He put it down and picked up a 
pencil. 


Ten minutes later, Donald had a list of what he thought he 
needed to do. 


He made a few phones calls, ordering an extra desk in his 
office with a high-end laptop computer he figured the kid 
could network to his. He buzzed Sally and asked her to 
come in to his office with her pad. 


“Sally, Brian Murphy is going to share my office and take 
care of my accounts and non-Drummond Realty related 
businesses.” 


“Boss, are you Sure about this? He’s from the mailroom.” 


Donald answered with enough frost to float ice sheets in 
the Delaware in high summer. “Brian graduated summa cum 
laude from Monmouth. He has degrees in accounting, 
computer science, and communications. He also has an 
MBA. He worked for John Blake in Accounting and was being 
considered for promotion into IT until Mueller and Robbins 


began to harass him. If anything, he is overqualified for this 
job.” 


Sally’s jaw dropped. She heard Donald shout and bellow. 
However, he never directed this level of cold, hard rage 
toward her before this. 


“I am sorry Boss, although you might want to list Brian’s 
qualifications for the promotion in the announcement.” 


Donald tented his hands and looked right through her. 
Sally began to fidget. 


“You may be right. Write up a suitable announcement for 
posting. | want you to get everything that you can think of 
the kid would need: Web access, passwords to all of my 
accounts, business cards, stationary, and all the necessary 
accoutrements.” 


Sally raised her eyebrow and said nothing, and neither did 
he. 


She walked over to the door, then stopped. “Boss...” she 
asked with some hesitation. “This whole thing became 
personal, didn’t it?” 


Donald, letting go of his brief burst of anger, smiled at his 
assistant and said, “Yes, Sally, it did, but that is not for 
publication.” 


“Of course not, boss. He seems to be a nice young man. | 
am happy for you.” 


“Thank you, Sally, that will be all for today.” 


“PIL make the calls. You'll have everything he needs by 
Monday.” Sally opened the door and stepped out. 


He was giddy as a child on Christmas morn. He needed to 
talk. He wanted to strut and crow. He could hardly wait until 
Monday. In the meantime, he had one more thing to do. He 
dialed a number he knew by heart. 


“Reed, | need an invitation sent to a sub. He is mine, so 
hands off!” Donald rattled off the address and hung up with 
a smile. Reed will get the ball rolling. He would gradually 
coax him into his life. It would be difficult. Donald K. 
Drummond was not a patient man. Picturing his boy with his 
pouty mouth and pink tongue on his knees in the shower, 
giving him the best blowjob of his life would give him all the 
patience he needed. 


Donald was so busy planning his seduction, he didn’t hear 
Sally’s buzz to tell him Mavis was in the outer office. 


“Donald, we don’t have enough time for you to let me cool 
my heels with Sally,” Mavis said, almost shouting to get his 
attention. 


“I’m sorry, Mavis. What did you say?” 


” 


“Brian may be in jeopardy,” Mavis said, her voice high 


with anxiety and agitation. 


Mavis now had his full attention. “Tell me,” he said. Unlike 
knights on white chargers, Donald Drummond preferred to 
have the facts readily available before battle. Intelligence 
was the key to victory. 


“I began to track down a number of Drummond 
employees who left without giving any notice or with so 


little notice there might as well have been none. Quite a few 
were minority employees or members of the gay and 
lesbian community.” 


“That is not unusual, Mavis. We hire from the community. 
It is a community of small minority enclaves.” 


“Donald,” Mavis almost screamed, “please let me 
continue. That young man’s situation may be dire. You 
better hope they don’t know where he lives.” 


“Quickly then Mavis, cut to the chase,” he stated. 


“They were also very reluctant to speak to anyone from 
Drummond or about Zeke Robbins and his ‘crew.’ Quite a 
large number of our former, valued employees cursed or 
hung up, the minute | mentioned the Drummond name. One 
employee agreed to speak to me. She said she was leaving 
town and Robbins couldn’t follow her to California. | asked 
her what she meant.” Mavis began to pace about the room. 


“She told a rather disturbing story. Some of our minority 
employees have Rabbis, you know. Someone in 
management, who has noticed their work, watches their ass 
and points out the potential pitfalls, a mentor. If the 
employee had a mentor, nothing of note ever happened to 
them. Robbins and his ilk were as polite as polite can be. 
However, if the employee was just plain folk, Robbins and 
his cohorts abused them at will.” 


Donald’s pencil was tapping a steady rhythm on his desk 
pad. He said, “I assume Blake was about to become Brian’s 
Rabbi if Mueller had not interfered.” 


“| realized that after | spoke to John. He didn’t sign that 
transfer request. He would have demanded to see Brian and 


try to talk him out of quitting. Mueller must have forged his 
name. Blake said that he came down one day and Mueller 
told him the boy left.” 


Donald nodded. “The rest of it...Mavis.” 


“If an employee shut up, put up with the harassment, like 
schoolyard bullies, they moved on to the next victim. 
However, if the ‘peon’ threatened to come to Human 
Resources, go to their supervisor, or otherwise attempt to 
stop them, there were accidents that escalated in severity.” 


“What!” Donald shouted, breaking the pencil he held in 
half. 
“Yes, accidents,” she said. “Most of the victims left. Low 
level employees fly under the radar at most businesses and 
if cafeteria employees leave their job, you generally believe 
they had another offer that would put them on a career 
path, so no one would look very hard to see why they 
resigned. When I began investigating, | noticed an abnormal 
number of those types of resignations from the mailroom. 
Granted, the mailroom is not a great place to work and 
under Zeke Robbins, it must have been hellish. However, 
most employees don’t leave a job after only three months. 
They try to stick it out for at least a year so they can collect 
unemployment, besides which leaving a job after only a few 
months looks bad on a job application.” 


Mavis paced furiously back and forth in front of Donald’s 
desk. She did not look like a wasp now. She was channelling 
a lioness protecting her cubs. 


“Furthermore, any low level employee subject to 
harassment can file federal charges against the company 
and a civil suit against the person who harassed them out of 


their job. None of these employees did. The woman | spoke 
to said they were afraid of Zeke Robbins. She says he runs 
with ‘unexpected elements’ in Clinton who are vicious and 
very, very dangerous. She said she was ‘slapped around’ 
and one of the people threatened her face with a knife. She 
called me, after she recovered and withdrew the charges, 
and then resigned. | told you then that Robbins was a 
walking lawsuit waiting to happen, do you remember? l'Il do 
some digging, but, Don,” Mavis continued in a serious tone, 
“even if the boy doesn’t press charges, he will be in danger. 
He cost Robbins his job and took Iris Mueller down with him. 
That damn church has a gun club.” 


“Fuck. Mavis, please go back to HR and research this as 
thoroughly as you can. Hire an investigator if you need one. 
There is no budget here. Spend whatever you need to get 
information, right now. | also want a list of every former 
Drummond employee you can find that was harassed or 
accosted by Robbins and company. | intend to call them 
personally and offer compensation as an incentive for 
testimony. If he is already taken down, it will be easier to 
convince them to provide testimony.” 


Donald looked up and saw Sally standing slack-jawed by 
the credenza. She had come in to close the door and stayed 
to listen. 


“Sally, get Reed on the phone. Tell him to meet me in 
Clinton with Jim and a few bouncers, at the address | gave 
him earlier, and do not take no for an answer. A life may be 
at stake.” Please, God, not again. Do not take him from me. 
Knife work...serrated blade, knife work. He hesitated for only 
a second. “Sally, also call the Sixth Precinct in New York City. 
Speak to Detective Sergeant O’Malley and tell him what 
Mavis just told me. Connect him to her if you have to do so. 
Tell O’Malley to coordinate with Lieutenant Thomas Martino 


of Trenton PD.” /f I wind up looking foolish and scared, so be 
it. | am not taking chances with this boy! 


CHAPTER FOUR 


Despite his protests, the limousine driver insisted on 
driving Brian directly to his building. It was only two-thirty in 
the afternoon, not his usual five-thirty. He saw Miz James 
through her front window as he mounted the stoop. Brian 
Murphy hurried to climb the staircase to his furnished room. 
He did not want a conversation with Miz James. She made 
him very uncomfortable. Too bad for me she caught up. 


“Home a little early, Mr. Murphy?” 
“Yes Miz James, | got the afternoon off.” 


“Humph,” she said as she disappeared down the other 
wing. 


He sighed. He got off lighter than he expected. Miz James 
was uSually good for a thirty-minute or longer interrogation. 
He mounted the stairs up to the fourth floor. 


He used a single key to unlock the deadbolt and security 
lock he had installed. He had the security set keyed to open 
both the deadbolt and the new lock on the doorknob. Miz 
James had objected, but he stood firm. He agreed to pay an 
additional security deposit to have the locks and the door 
replaced when he left, but he wanted to feel safe where he 
Slept. 


He entered his room, put his keys and a small amount of 
change in a garage sale dish on the dresser and sat down 
on the plastic-covered overstuffed chair to think about what 
happened to him that day. In an eye blink, his circumstances 
had changed. Maybe he could accelerate his plans for 


mom’s move and eventually his own. Then he looked about 
and faced the grim reality. 


He saw a single bed, dresser, his chair, and a closet all 
stuffed into a twelve by thirteen space in the attic room of 
his Clinton walk-up. There was the quilt and the two wedge 
pillows. He had bought a quilt to make the bed seem like 
more of a sofa when he moved in right after college. He 
remembered that he only planned to stay for a month or 
two before moving on to better digs. Back then, he had 
dreams. 


He closed his eyes and remembered everything that 
happened to bring him to this point of his life. Brian was 
going to save enough to buy himself a one-bedroom 
condominium in town and a small used car. He wanted a flat 
screen TV and a DVD player, all of the toys that boys loved. 
Those dreams flourished before he found out his mother 
didn’t do any of the things he had asked her to do to see to 
her welfare until he graduated. 


He planned to help. He knew it was his responsibility to 
Support her, but when she told him she was ill, he had only 
a month until graduation. He knew the amount of his future 
salary depended heavily on his degree, so he had to finish 
school to be able to take care of both of them. 


He did ask her how bad things were, but she reassured 
him she could hold out for a month. Later, he found out that 
although she was out of work for over six months, she never 
applied for unemployment or disability and therefore was 
not eligible for Medicare or Medicaid. She did not contact 
Social Services to ask for assistance, even though she 
qualified. 


In the interim, her heart gave out. Smoking for all those 
years combined with poor nutrition, intermittent medical 
care, and stress, led to heart failure. Once he got home, he 
helped her fill out the forms for Social Security Disability and 
used some college connections to obtain a waiver to make 
her eligible for Medicare immediately plus supplemental 
social security income payments. After she received her 
Medicare card, Medicare claimed her heart was not bad 
enough to receive a heart transplant right away. Yet, mom 
could no longer care for herself and her bills were 
astronomical. Irene was responsible for the deductibles and 
co-payments that by law, the doctors were not permitted to 
waive, even for indigent patients. 


Brian heard the news about his mother’s heart while he 
was on the train coming home from graduation. She gave 
the hospital his name and cell phone number as her 
emergency contact. They told him she was malnourished 
and had not filled her prescriptions, so her heart condition 
worsened. 


He met her at the hospital, and though her condition was 
grave, Irene survived. A hospital charity organization paid 
some of the bills, but the rest were her responsibility. Thus, 
it became Brian’s load to bear. It took almost a year of work 
before Brian cleared out the last of the outstanding medical 
bills. He managed to do so by living in Miz James’ Hilton. 


He got up from his chair and pulled a can of lukewarm 
Coke from his small cooler. Damn it, | forgot to buy ice. He 
sat down on the chair and attempted to read the 
newspaper, his one indulgence. He couldn’t sit still. 
Memories kept intruding on his concentration. 


He put his mother on the company medical plan 
immediately, so there were no additional medical bills to 


worry about, or so he thought. The company plan paid for 
office visits with a co-payment of only four dollars. Any 
emergency room visits, especially for a heart patient, were 
free. These were all good things and did a lot to ease Brian’s 
fear of the future. However, his mother was unable to live 
alone. 


While Irene was in the hospital, in addition to the medical 
mess, he discovered she owed almost six months in back 
rent because of her inability to work. She kept promising the 
landlord that her son would take care of it. 


As soon as Brian entered the building the first night, he 
had to use his meager savings to prevent the landlord from 
throwing her things out into the street. Brian paid him 
because he had no choice. He paid the tab until the end of 
the month and gave notice. He could not afford to keep the 
apartment and pay someone to stay with his mother full 
time. He had to work to keep ahead of her bills, and her 
apartment was too small for both him and a caregiver. He 
had to settle her financial affairs before she could enter any 
of the programs the social workers described to him. 


He had a week. The hospital staff told him Irene would be 
discharged after only a few days. His own heart almost 
stopped. When they noticed his panic-stricken face, they 
assured him his mother could transfer to an acute care 
facility for about five days. He had time to make 
arrangements. There was the alternative of putting her in a 
charity facility, but he had visited a couple of those places 
on the hospital’s list, and they reeked of urine and neglect. 


Even with the outstanding medical bills, she was unable to 
declare bankruptcy under the new stringent laws. He knew 
he had to find a solution quickly. Irene’s neglect of her 
health and financial situation brought about the crisis and 


he could not in good conscience permit her to continue to 
live that way. His only solution was his father’s sister, Aunt 
Mary. 


He got up from his chair. The late afternoon sun beat 
down on the roof and his room had little ventilation. He 
removed his Dockers and Mr. Drummond’s shirt and 
carefully folded both so he could take them to the laundry 
on Saturday morning. He took the top sheet off the bed. 
Then, he fished a few of the remaining ice cubes out of the 
cooler and rubbed them over his chest and arms. The ice 
cooled his body enough to make the room livable for a while 
longer. 


Try as he might, his mind refused to settle and move away 
from his dealings with his Aunt Mary and his mother. Brian 
sighed, the movie in his head continued uninterrupted. By 
the time Irene transferred to the second facility, she was 
coherent enough for Brian to sit her down and insist on 
knowing everything. He unearthed, in addition to the 
landlord, a number of utility bills and an unpaid balance on 
her MasterCard of fifteen hundred dollars, all now his 
responsibility. 


After considering his limited set of options, Brian realized 
he had to bring Aunt Mary into the picture. Until he was able 
to pay off both Irene’s medical bills and her outstanding 
living expenses, he could not pay for both an apartment and 
a caretaker, so Aunt Mary was the only answer. 


Aunt Mary readily agreed. However, she didn’t ask Brian if 
he wanted to stay with his mother until he got on his feet 
again, although she knew Brian had already obtained a 
good job. It was just as well Mary did not ask. Mary lived too 
far out of town for Brian to commute. The bus routes did not 
cover the rural area of Allentown where she lived and would 


take Irene. When he visited his mother on Sundays he had 
to walk three miles to and from her home. Aunt Mary 
refused to pick him up at the bus stop. 


Once, Aunt Mary had at least been cordial to Brian. When 
he came out of the closet at eighteen, his father’s sister 
disowned him. However, Mary was the only choice left. 


Brian flung himself out of the chair and took the wedges 
off the bed so he could lie down. He usually tried to sleep 
through the worst of the heat. He could not shake his train 
of thought. He remembered her last call. 


“Brian, this is your Aunt.” 
As if I do not know your voice by now. 


“Your mother went to the doctor today and | am 
considerably out of pocket.” 


“Mary, Mom has an insurance card. | discussed this with 
both of you the last time | visited. She presents the card and 
it covers the visit with the exception of four dollar co-pay 
which Medicare picks up.” 


“| don’t recall that conversation. She must have misplaced 
the card. | paid sixty-five dollars and | need it back 
immediately. | can’t keep on shelling out money for her, 
Brian, and waiting for you to pay me back.” 


“I'll make sure you get back the money in two days, Aunt 
Mary. | will FedEx a check and another insurance card. If 
mom can’t keep track of it, can you do it for her?” 


“I| do enough for your mother for the pittance you give 
me, Brian. | should just put her out on the street and let you 


care for her, as you should be doing already. My electric bill 
and my gas bill have both gone up as well as my water and 
sewer.” 


“How much would it take to cover it for a while longer?” 
Brian asked with a sigh. 


“Oh, around two hundred and fifty dollars extra per month 
should suffice.” 


“Aunt Mary, I’m not a fool. One elderly woman doesn’t run 
up two hundred and fifty dollars of utility bills a month.” 


“She does if you want her to continue to live with me, 
Brian.” 


“PIL include it with the check and the insurance card. 
Please try to remember the insurance card, Mary.” 


“The extra two fifty will help my memory, but only for a 
while Brian.” 


Brian remembered banging his fist against the dresser, 
but all that brought him was an unwelcome visit from Miz 
James who accused him of damaging her property. He told 
her to take it out of his deposit. 


It was not long before he realized that putting mom with 
Mary was a mistake of massive proportion. He began to 
receive bills from all of his mother’s physicians. Mary 
claimed Irene did not tell her about the new insurance and 
she was not aware of it until Brian mailed her the card 
personally. Since Aunt Mary had not presented the 
insurance card to the doctor, they automatically assumed 
Irene was on Medicare. Brian made a deliberate decision to 
send his mother to physicians who did not participate in 


Medicare. He wanted his mother to have the best care 
available. He chose her physicians from several “Best 
Doctor” lists and did this because his research showed that 
his insurance would be primary, since she was his 
dependent. 


Without his insurance, Brian had to pay cash and in 
addition he had had mounds of paperwork to file in order to 
recover what he had to pay out of pocket because of Aunt 
Mary’s inconvenient memory. To say nothing of the amount 
of time it took for reimbursement. 


Brian maintained the polite fiction that Aunt Mary didn’t 
know about the card, though they both knew what she had 
done and why. What was worse; Irene had been helpless to 
stop her. She had become extremely depressed and 
unstable because she was such a burden to her son. The 
depression meant psychiatric care and psychological 
counseling. The counselor scolded Brian for making Irene 
believe she put the weight of the world on his shoulders. If 
though, in Brian’s mind it sometimes it seemed that way, he 
never said a word. 


He visited his mom once a week, which was often as Mary 
permitted and had never, ever, given Irene the impression 
that she was a burden or was anything other than his 
beloved mother. The burden fixation came from Mary. He 
found out for the first time in the doctor’s office that his 
mother was a borderline schizophrenic and had taken 
medication for years. It puzzled him, because the doctors 
referred to a series of hospitalizations that he could not 
recall after his dad died. His mind skittered away from that 
then as it did now, leaving nothing but a shiver and a quiver 
of fear. 


He knew Aunt Mary’s game. The more cash Mary bled 
from Brian, the longer Irene would stay with Mary, enabling 
Mary to continue leeching money from the government as 
an at-home caregiver as well as from Brian. He was in a 
double bind. If he reported Mary, she threw Irene out. Mary 
was a mean bitch on her best days. Brian was in constant 
fear that an unappeased Mary would make good on her 
threats to throw his mother out to the street. That would 
leave Brian to face putting her in a home for the indigent. 


Those nursing homes were the type of places where they 
warehoused the elderly poor quite like the ones he visited 
when he first came back from school. Brian read newspaper 
exposés that reported institutions where they tied the 
patients to chairs and placed them en mass, in front of a 
blaring television, which the management passed off as 
recreation for the residents. Others were reported for 
medication mishaps resulting in serious injury to the 
residents and this was an everyday occurrence. Mary played 
on his fears, calling Brian with constant demands that he up 
the ante for room and board. 


He spent the last year paying all of Irene’s outstanding 
bills and meeting Mary’s ever-increasing demands. A few 
more pay checks would bring him enough money to pay the 
necessary fees to get Irene established in a decent assisted 
living facility. It came as no surprise that the cost of care in 
a nice home with a small apartment would be actually less 
than he currently paid Mary. When Irene was settled, with 
his company medical and prescription plans in place with 
minimal co-pays, he’s have it almost all together. He had 
even begun to think about a very cheap used car, and later, 
an actual apartment. Dreams of condominiums and 
electronic toys had long since fallen by the wayside. 


As had his dreams of finding a lover. Brian’s eyes started 
to water. 


What lover would be willing to share my bleak life? 
Realistically, my mother could go on like this for years, and 
she has no one but me to foot the bill. That is it, that is why 
my mind cannot move away from Mom. Today | found the 
man who will be the love of my life and there is not a damn 
thing | can do about it. 


The tears rolled off his cheeks and down his chest. 


Sometimes, alone at night, Brian would masturbate, 
fantasizing about his own idea of Prince Charming. After 
today’s lunch, Prince Charming gained a face and a name, 
Donald K. Drummond. 


His first sight of Donald Drummond had left Brian with an 
erection so fierce, he hid it behind the clipboard he carried. 
The man stood over him with the outline of a half-hard cock 
dressed right under his navy suit pants. 


He realized what he had interrupted. Mr. Drummond had 
been getting it off in his private bathroom. Then he looked 
up and saw the man himself. Donald K. Drummond was 
huge, broad shouldered, with a trim waist. He was well over 
six feet, Brian had to crane his neck. His hair was chestnut 
brown with deep auburn highlights and his eyes were a 
piercing emerald green. His jaw was strong, but his mouth 
was wide with thin lips. His aura of complete command 
wooed Brian and his kindness soothed. He was so near to 
Brian’s ideal lover, Brian began to shake. He could not even 
think straight. All he could do was peek out at Donald 
Drummond from under his lashes. 


Brian could still feel Donald’s caress on his cheek, and 
even the memory of his strong, powerful hand stroking 
down the side of his face still made his long slender cock 
stick up like a hot fire poker. When Donald spoke, Brian fell 
right into his lap, literally, and he had wanted to stay there. 


The caring, open man looked to soothe his troubles. The 
idea that Drummond actually cared about what happened to 
Brian was what broke through the iced casing around his 
heart for the first time in years. He decided he would trust 
him with the truth. He knew this man would keep his 
promise to care for Irene. 


However, what Brian glimpsed at lunch brought him to the 
floor. They drove in a Mercedes SUV to the Chambersburg 
section of Trenton. Donald parked in a small lot on the 
corner next to a non-descript stucco building with a small 
Sign indicating a Spanish restaurant. Donald opened the 
door and they stepped inside. The décor astounded him. He 
felt transported to a café in the heart of Spain. 


The waiter greeted Donald by name and seated them ina 
booth toward the rear of the restaurant. Once seated, 
Donald removed his tie and opened his shirt at the collar 
turning up his shirtsleeves. 


He couldn’t stop staring. Donald was a Bear, an openly 
gay man, who was oversized and hairy; his body was Brian’s 
idea of perfection. His imagination ran wild. Bears usually 
hung out in biker and leather bars. Donald Drummond was a 
Bear in a sult...decidedly tronic, yet magnificently sexual. He 
felt the tether and the hook sink right into his heart. 


He was very familiar with the world of Dominance and 
submission. He pictured himself cuddled up, burying his 
face in Donald’s furry chest after Donald had warmed his 


ass with a spanking. He pictured them rubbing off, cocks 
held together by Donalad’s large hand, his hairless chest and 
oh, so sensitive nipples abraded by his own Bear and 
Master, Donald K. Drummond, of Drummond Real Estate. 
The idea of Donald, the business mogul, was electrifying. 
The suggestion of Master Donald was the stuff of his most 
fevered dreams. 


Donald ordered for both of them and the waiter set down 
a plate of four seasoned lamb chops grilled to perfection 
accompanied by a vegetable medley steamed with just a 
hint of lemon and saffron along with a side of crisp Spanish 
potato chips and Spanish rice. Brian hadn’t eaten a meal 
like that since college. Fine dining was not high on his 
priority list of late. All he had to do was pick up the utensils 
and dig in to the feast. 


He kept his eyes down as an almost subliminal act, the 
only feast he saw from underneath his lashes did not lie on 
his plate. It was the body of the man across the table. He 
longed to kiss those honed abs, suck on the hard nipples 
while rubbing his face on Donald Drummond’s chest. He 
wanted those strong arms holding him up with his legs 
wrapped around Drummond's tight ass. He wanted the burn 
as Donald pounded into his hole. He wanted Donald to 
gather him up in his arms and carry him to share a bath 
after an intense lovemaking session. He wanted Donald to 
tie him up. He wanted Donald’s bare hand curving around 
his buttocks, reddening both cheeks. Hell, he wanted to be 
Donald’s boy with all of his heart and soul. He longed to give 
him service; he longed to show him love. 


Donald had to call his name several times to regain his 
attention, because Brian dove so far into his fantasy. He 
hoped the small stain on his Dockers did not show. Yet, he 
knew it had. Maybe it would serve to give Donald notice that 


Brian found him attractive. Breaking away from his reverie, 
Brian shoved off the bed and walked to the dresser in 
frustration. 


Goddamn, Brian thought to himself, banging his hand on 
the dresser. Now | am fantasizing about a fantasy! 


He was in no position to dream. It was as his mother often 
said to him while he was growing up, “If wishes were horses, 
beggars would ride.” Brian was a beggar at Donald’s table, 
and he couldn’t hold up his head if he had to live on 
sufferance, even if it were Donald’s. 


It was what his father said and did before he died that 
kept Brian wary of wealthy men like Donald. Brian’s father 
said, “You are not a man unless you can care for your own, 
son. Be sure you can support both yourself and your family 
before you take on any other obligations. If you are 
beholden to the woman you marry, you will be a kept man 
all your life.” Brian was only six at the time, but he had 
memorized every word his father ever said to him. 


His father had cared for his family. He left two rather 
substantial insurance policies, one for his Aunt Mary and 
one for him and his mother. Aunt Mary invested her 
principal in a conservative annuity that allowed her to live 
well, if not lavishly. Irene, on the other hand, had invested in 
every crazy Ponzi scheme that came down the turnpike, 
including the last one, which left her penniless, and working 
as a waitress. Luckily, the money for college was in trust. 
Aunt Mary, who was the executor of his father’s will, insisted 
on that. He stretched the amount by working, and sent what 
he could to his mother every month. The work he found 
right after his first year had paid well. It enabled him to stay 
in the dorm, take summer courses, and send money home. 


Brian had discovered he was a sub in college and enjoyed 
the life. He planned to join one of the quality clubs in the 
area, once employed. The membership fees for subs were 
not aS onerous as they were for Dom’s, however, it was 
another dream on hold until whenever. What he felt now 
though, was not a dream for whenever. Brian had fallen to 
the O’Shea curse. One look and Brian O’Shea/Murphy was in 
love with a life sentence. 


“Donald would make a bitchin’ hot Dom,” Brian thought. It 
didn’t matter if Donald K. Drummond was a Dom, a sub, ora 
bum. He was one man he would do most anything for, and 
the one so far out of his reach, it was laughable even to 
fantasize. 


He got his can of Coke and took another long gulp. He 
looked at the peeling paint and wallpaper. Sometime after 
the waiter served dessert, a Spanish flan, so smooth it 
melted in the mouth and awakened every taste bud, Donald 
offered Brian a job as his personal assistant. Foolishly, he 
jumped at the chance. If nothing else, it offered him an 
opportunity to be close to Donald every day. He didn’t have 
the fortitude to refuse. 


The room began to heat up in the mid-afternoon sun. He 
wished for a small fan to move the air around. /n reality, this 
place is a firetrap and needs to be condemned but I can’t 
knock it, because | can’t afford the freight anywhere else. 


He went over to the window and looked at the sky. It was 
clouding up. Sometime soon, one of those harsh summer 
thunderstorms that New Jersey was famous for would strike, 
and the rain would cool the roof and thus his room. Other 
than that, the window above his bed was the only source of 
air in the room. He lay back on the bed, wishing for a fan. 


The electricity was so unreliable that Miz James had 
forbidden her tenants to purchase or use any fans, 
hotplates, or other electrical appliances. Brian suspected 
the place violated every electrical code in Trenton, and if 
she blew the grid, the fines would put her out of all of her 
“illegal businesses.” Living in the James Boarding House, 
Brian received an education on the underbelly of Trenton 
Society. She received a cut of the local drug trade, 
prostitution, and bookmaking. She had her fingers in all of 
the illegal activity in the Clinton area, up to and including 
“collection” work and assassination. 


His mind wandered back to Donald. How was he going to 
work with Donald K. Drummond every day, and not fall at 
his feet and beg to suck him off to show him Brian Murphy, 
the sub, didn’t babble, had perfect balance and grace, and 
would serve him faithfully for the rest of his life for just the 
chance of notice? Brian felt that if it were up to him that 
would be exactly what he would do, but it is not, and he 
couldn't . This fantasy was over, period. He did what he 
usually did, he coped. 


Come Monday he began his new position as Special 
Assistant to the CEO. How that had come about, Brian could 
not fathom. When they left for lunch, he was going to 
Information Technology, and then over coffee, Drummond 
asked him to be his personal assistant. Drummond said his 
new job would be keeping Donald’s financial affairs in order 
and up-to-date. He was to organize the information and put 
it into a graphical format geared to instantly spot trends, 
positions, and cash flow of Donald’s personal assets and 
investments. It was something he was good at doing. Brian 
just hoped his drool didn’t short out the computer, or worse, 
cause Drummond to realize his nerdy new assistant was in 
love with his boss. Brian fell asleep slowly stroking himself 
off to the memory of his dream “Daddy’s” chest. 


CHAPTER FIVE 


Brain was awakened out of a sound sleep by hearing his 
landlady banging on the door to his room. He blinked, the 
room was full of light, the clock read 6:30 p.m. He looked 
down in embarrassment, there was an obvious trail of dried 
cum on his stomach and chest. 


“Murphy, Murphy, you got sumthin’ from a messenger.” 
Estelle James’ knocks made the walls shake. She not only 
owned and ran this boarding house, Brian suspected Estelle 
James and her boys owned and managed the Clinton section 
of Trenton. 


Clinton was supposed to be one of the worst sections of 
Trenton. Even so, Brian found his neighbors, once they got 
used to him, treated him with either kindness or 
indifference, which was the way most people got by in this 
section of town. Miz James was a long-term resident. She 
claimed to be exclusive, only taking clean residents. Clean, 
according to Miz James, was job holding and rent paying. 


He could have walked out the door of his room at any hour 
of the day and bought a stash of pharmaceuticals, legal or 
illegal. However, once they saw he was not in to it, or into 
reporting anything to the cops, they left him pretty much to 
his own devices. 


Miz James gave him the house rules when he arrived. 
“Mind you own business, pay your rent on time, and don’t 
be bringing trouble to this house. If you start running 
something outta here, | get me a cut, or maybe you face 
do...” 


Brian struggled to get out of bed and to the door, 
grabbing a pair of clean jeans from the closet and Donald’s 
shirt from the top of the dresser. He dressed as he crossed 
the room. Brian was not a stupid man, although he made 
sure no one here suspected he had a brain. 


Brian dropped his rent off once a week in Miz James’ mail 
slot and avoided any further communication. Miz James on 
the other side of his door was not a good sign. Brian opened 
the door. Estelle James waved a creamy vellum envelope 
with a messenger delivery tag in his face. Miz James had 
opened his mail. Brian felt a frisson of foreboding tickle his 
spine. 


“What you got coming to this house, boy? | see you pull 
up in a fancy limousine drawing unwanted attention to my 
place. Then it’s followed by this here invitation to a ritzy sex 
house over in the boonies.” Estelle James kept walking 
forward into his room, poking her skinny finger, with its long 
dirty fingernail into his chest. “You think jus ‘cuz | live in 
Clinton, | don’t Know what’s what? How do the likes of you 
get one of these here? You like no rent boy | ever seen. You 
been doing business in my house, ain’t you? | ain’t seen 
you, but if you is, l'Il be charging extra.” 


Brian grabbed at the envelope and Miz James just set it 
higher in the air. “You answer me first, boy.” 


“Miz James,” Brian began, “first, | have no clue who sent 
this. Second, | have no idea what it is until | get to look at it. 
Additionally, you see me come in at the same time every 
night. | have no visitors. Please, let me have my mail. | 
would appreciate it, if you did not open it in the future.” 


Estelle James handed him back his envelope, her mouth 
set tight. “Well, | think you be having visitors. If that ain’t a 


trail of jism on your belly, my momma was Queen ‘lisbeth. 
Therefore, don’t you go on sassing me, boy. This here is my 
house. There ain’t going to be much future. You be paid up 
until the end of the week on Friday next. You best start 
seeking alternative arrangements. By the way, Mr. Murphy, 
my boys and me may not be that patient—So you best be 
careful until you leave, boy. If you have been cheating me of 
my cut, | will be finding out one way or ‘nother.” Miz James 
gave him the sign for the evil eye and headed down the 
Stairs. 


Brian closed the door behind her. He had less than a week 
to find a new place to sleep. “Shit,” he said, as he wiped the 
sweat from his forehead. He sipped his now warm Coke. He 
was so very weary of doing the debtor’s three-step, one- 
step forward, two steps back. He turned the vellum 
envelope in his hands repeatedly. He decided to open it 
since the damage was already done. 

Indiscreet Welcomes 
Mr. Brian Murphy 
To our Membership Roll 
Club Operating Hours are Daily 
From 3:00 pm until 4:00 am 
Orientation by Appointment 
609-NDSCRETE 
Brian took the invitation and examined every inch. It had 


to be one of the guys from school who did this. Some of 
them had both jobs and family money, which allowed them 


to afford the fees at a high-priced club. Maybe they put his 
name on a potential member's list as a referral. He couldn’t 
afford the fees. He would call and graciously decline. Maybe 
if he explained to Miz James, she would let him stay on a 
while longer. 


“Fuck,” Brian shouted in his head. He wanted to tell the 
James bitch to go stoke Hell’s fires. He wanted to tell Aunt 
Mary to blow it out her ass. He wanted—oh, Jesus, he could 
not be such a self-centered, horrific son—he couldn’t let the 
thought get loose from the tight compartment where he 
chained it in his brain. His ma sacrificed everything for him. 
He did not almost wish her gone—he couldn't. 


Brian was so close to the cliff, teetering at the very edge. 
Flashes of his nightmare from the morning clouded his 
brain. Frantically, he searched the small room. He had one 
of those prepaid cell phones. He kept it for emergency use. 
He figured losing his somewhat shabby bed was a definite 
emergency, so he entered the number listed. 


“Indiscreet...” The answering voice showed the value of 
modulation and pitch. It displayed both the sophistication 
and the naughty edge of the establishment. Brian 
recognized the voice as one of a well-trained fellow 
submissive, “Jim Boy, at your service.” 


“Eh, hello Jim. My name is Brian Murphy.” He coughed to 
hide the panic about to choke his throat, threatening to 
spew forth at the least provocation. “Excuse me, a-eh-slight 
cold. | received an invitation by courier this morning. | think 
it might have been delivered to me in error.” 


Brian heard Jim Boy heave a huge sigh on the other end of 
the line. “Brian, dear, this is /ndiscreet. We do not make 
errors. If we did, we would be out of business in a week. 


Now, if that invitation has your name on it, it belongs to you. 
| called the courier service myself. | distinctly remember the 
address. It was in the Clinton area of Trenton. Not many of 
our membership come from your area. | checked upstairs 
and got my bottom spanked for my trouble. It was fun, | owe 
you one.” Jim Boy giggled. 


“But | don’t have enough money to pay for the 
membership,” Brian protested in exasperation, fighting back 
tears of frustration. 


“That has all been handled,” Jim Boy stated in a matter of 
fact voice. 


“By whom?” Brian asked, his voice trembling. 
“Now that would be telling and spoil the surprise.” 


“What if | don’t want or like surprises?” Brian said in a dry 
tone. 


“First, my dear, if | did know, | couldn’t tell you. Second, | 
don’t know, and honey, if | don’t know, it’s hush-hush. How 
about you come in tomorrow and | will show you around, 
and we will talk. Sounds like you are having an off evening?” 


“Jim, you don’t understand. | don’t own a car. My landlady 
saw this invitation and just ordered me out of the building, 
because she thinks | am making income on the side as a 
rent boy and holding out on her. | am about to lose the lousy 
furnished room | live in, and taking a tour of a facility | can’t 
get to and certainly can’t afford to use in addition to costing 
me my living arrangement, isn’t high on my list of things to 
do at this particular moment.” Brian’s throat was tight. He 
was trying like hell not to take his growing frustration out on 
the man with the calm voice and friendly manner on the 


other end of the telephone. He couldn’t afford anger, he 
couldn’t afford frustration, nor could he afford to show 
weakness. He just needed to hold on for a little while longer, 
he had to cope. 


“Shit, eh, Brian who is your landlady?” Jim Boy’s voice lost 
its veneer of naughtiness and the feminine coquette, and 
took on the bark of a drill sergeant. 


“Estelle James,” Brian answered. 


“Look, pup, gather up your stuff and stay put. I’m coming 
with a few bouncers and a car. You are in a shitload of 
trouble. Someone upstairs thinks you are important and that 
means it is on my ass if something happens to you because 
of that invitation. Give me about thirty minutes. If | haven’t 
phoned you back by then, call me. But | should be at your 
door by then.” 


“Danger?” Brian questioned. “Look, Jim. | Know Estelle 
James is a pain in the ass, and she is running something 
illegal out of this house, but she...shit, fuck...she did 
threaten me. She said the boys might get impatient waiting 
for me to leave. What do | do?” 


“Look, pup. I’m not kidding. Pack it up, move it out, now.” 
Jim Boy hung up, leaving Brian holding the phone and not 
quite knowing what just happened. However, his gram 
always told him to go with his gut. Brian started to throw his 
stuff into his battered suitcase and a lone cardboard box. 


Calling Donald Drummond flitted across his brain, but he 
quashed that thought before it could take root. He couldn’t 
jeopardize his new position. He would sleep in the park 
before he called his boss. He at least had thirty minutes to 
get himself back under control. It took only fifteen to gather 


his belongings. Checking to make sure his door was bolted, 
he sat cross-legged on the cot and centered himself. He 
began to breathe evenly in and out, in and out, in and out, 
putting himself deeply into a trance-like state to regain 
control of his roiling emotions. 


He did not even hear the lock slip on his door or see 
Mama Estelle’s boys enter the room before they started to 
work him over. His last thought was the bitch had a key 
made... 


SSS 


Bear Drummond was in his Mercedes SUV heading over to 
Brian’s apartment. He hoped the boy was there, because his 
patience was running rather thin. Once Mavis advised him of 
the danger, Bear formed a precise plan of attack to seduce 
Brian into his home and keep him there. He felt a sense of 
serendipity. He drove the tough but sleek vehicle in a 
smooth pattern over the semi-deserted Trenton streets. On 
Fridays in the summer, everyone in western New Jersey 
headed to a friend’s house at the shore. Bear was happy 
with his peaceful farm off Route 29. 


His musings abruptly ceased with the strident ring of his 
cell phone. It was his private line and very few people knew 
the number. It had to be Reed. He put the phone on speaker. 
“What did you find out?” 


“Bear, get your ass over to your pup’s rooming house as 
quickly as you can.” 


“What’s wrong?” Bear roared. 


“He lives in Estelle Jones’ boarding house, and the word 
out on the street is Zeke Robbins has paid her boys two 
thousand to do some major damage. One of them is a 
cutter. He did some work in New York. My sources say his 
work is not pretty. The boy called here about the invitation. 
Jim put it together, ran out the door, and shouted at me to 
call you. Six more bouncers are on the way. I’m in the car. l'Il 
meet you there.” 


His Brian was out on the street in Clinton. If the James 
boys so much as touched his Brian, they were not going to 
be happy campers by the time he finished with them. The 
Clinton section of Trenton was a cesspool. The idea some 
families had to raise children in that kind of neighborhood 
raised his blood pressure and turned his stomach. He was 
pushing the city to put in some new low-cost housing and 
better municipal services. This had just become personal. 
Clinton had found itself a white knight and Donald now knew 
exactly where his campaign would begin. His boy now had a 
protector. 


He barreled through the narrow streets of Trenton’s older 
and seedier neighborhoods, he even rode the shoulder. 
There was a building revival near the ballpark and the 
capitol, but it had not made it to Clinton. He leaned on the 
horn, passed on the right, and it felt like it took forever, but 
he arrived. What met his eyes was like a hammer to his gut. 


His Brian was in the center of what looked like a street 
gang. Time distorted. In slow motion, Donald down shifted 
and popped the curb as his eyes took in the three James 
brothers surrounding Brian with baseball bats and tire irons 
behind their backs. The boy was tied to a hook hammered 
into the pole of a streetlight to keep him upright. The harsh 
rays of a late summer afternoon reflected on a long sharp 


shiv. Egged on by an old woman in ragged plush bunny 
Slippers and pink sponge rollers, they were cornering Brian. 


Donald started to sweat. Brian’s face was a mask of blood 
and bruising. Donald gunned the motor and took the SUV up 
the curb and on to the sidewalk. The SUV scattered the boys 
from around the light and just as Donald exited the car, the 
ragged rope gave and Brian went down. 


The old broad jumped out of his path, screaming 
obscenities. The young punks ran. Reed pulled up from the 
other direction with six of the club’s bouncers. They formed 
a protective circle around Brian. 


He was mumbling. The words were barely discernable, 
“Mama, please don’t, Mama please...” A river of tears 
tracked through the blood and dirt on his face. 


Jim Boy was there at the ready. “Sir, get the backboard 
out of Reed’s car.” 


Donald didn’t even question that a sub was shouting 
orders, he just ran and procured the board. The bouncers 
helped Jim get the boy on the board and Jim slapped a 
cervical collar on his neck. Bear heard the sirens in the 
distance. “Do we have time?” he asked Jim. 


“No,” Jim snapped. “I have a cot. Put him in the back of 
the van and hold his head. | put him in a neck brace. Get in 
and | will ride in the back with you and watch his vitals. 
Master Reed, you drive. Go to Saint Ann’s. They are the best 
and the closest. Sir, claim him as a domestic partner and 
have Mavis fix it up and alter the date.” Both Doms looked 
at him as if he had lost his mind. “Move, Sirs...now!” 


The van pulled up to the ambulance bay with the SUV 
right behind it. Jim shouted for a gurney and demanded they 
call the neurologist. Jim and Bear brought Brian straight into 
the ER, leaving Reed to deal with the paperwork at the front 
desk. 


One of the nurse supervisors, Dot Supinski, spotted 
Drummond leaning over the boy and discretely coded the 
Chief of Staff to the ER. St. Ann’s Medical Center owed 
Drummond Realty. Don found the land they needed for 
expansion, bought it, and served on the board that built the 
wing it stood on tonight. As a result, St. Ann’s was the most 
up-to-date trauma center in the area. The Medical Center 
had all of the latest technological bells and whistles it 
needed to attract the kind of doctors who usually practiced 
in places like Philly, New York, and Baltimore. On top of 
which, St. Ann’s could afford to pay their nurses top dollar. If 
there was a nursing shortage, you did not see it at St. Ann’s 
Medical Center. 


Doctors, nurses, techs, they all came, attracted by higher 
salaries, lower fees for hospital privileges and research 
facilities with grants that did not come with corporate 
strings attached. They stayed for the beautiful country 
vistas along the Delaware River, the proximity to Princeton, 
Philadelphia, and New York and the relatively lower cost of 
living. Despite prevailing attitudes, St. Ann’s was gay- 
friendly. The board had tied them to a larger group of 
hospitals financed by Donald’s money. St. Ann’s was now 
the receiving hospital for several smaller satellites and 
completely non-sectarian. If they had stayed within the 
confines of the diocese, they would have lost their chief 
financial donor and their Chief of Staff. 


Dr. Francisco de Loria ran down the corridors of Saint 
Ann’s Medical Center headed for the emergency room. Dot 


Supinski, the nurse supervisor in ER gave him a heads up. 
Don Drummond was in the hospital. Dot was one of the old 
guard, she did her nurse’s training at St. Ann’s, working at 
the hospital for the past twenty-eight years. When she 
called, Cisco paid attention. 


Cisco barely remembered his first meeting with Don 
Drummond, but Drummond never forgot. Cisco, an intern in 
the busy St. Ann’s ER had taken extra time about twenty- 
three years before to talk to a badly beaten boy with 
multiple contusions and a mild concussion. He recognized in 
the boy what the boy did not recognize in himself until 
puberty. 


He advised the boy to start to bulk up and train to be able 
to meet the bullies on equal terms. Cisco knew from 
experience they only left you alone if you were not afraid 
and the only time you were not afraid was when you could 
give as good as you got. 


In return for those extra fifteen minutes on a busy Friday 
night, Cisco found himself appointed Chief of Staff of St. 
Ann's hospital by the Board when the old chief retired. A 
Search Committee formed along with a Building and Trust 
Fund to bring St. Ann into the twenty-first century. Don 
Drummond chaired one committee and served as treasurer 
for the other. 


Called to Mr. Drummond's office at the hospital, Cisco 
thought he was about to be asked to resign. Cisco was gay 
and the leader of the group of doctors who pushed for 
reform in the hospital’s archaic attitudes and a bigger 
Capital-spending budget so they could adequately serve the 
community. 


A huge man in a fancy suit jumped up and engulfed him in 
a bone-crushing hug, and the astonished Cisco recognized 
that he faced Donald K. of Drummond Realty, the 
frightened, beaten boy of twenty-some years before. The 
hospital and Cisco had unknowingly acquired a powerful ally 
from a random act of kindness. 


The elevator opened just outside the ER. As Cisco turned 
the corner, he saw Don’s face, it was a mask of pain. It was 
now his duty to help another young man, harmed by hate, 
and to comfort again the man who had done so much for 
what, at the time, had really been very little. 


Bear stood beside the gurney. He gave the nurse a killer 
look when she tried to stick Brian with the general 
population in a curtained cubicle. The look was enough for a 
Short conference at the nurse’s station, which resulted in 
Brian’s swift removal to one of the larger private rooms in 
the emergency room. Two orderlies assisted. 


Brian lay flat with his head immobile and tied to the 
board. The nurse took Brian’s vitals, bathed the worst of the 
cuts, and then started an IV line. 


“Did you have any trouble, Reed?” Donald asked his old 
friend as Reed entered the glass-faced room. 


“No, Bear. Did you really expect me to have a problem 
here? They think you are second only to God Almighty.” 
Then Reed asked, “What else do you need?” 


The boy moaned. “Mama, please stop. | didn’t do anything 
wrong, please.” Bear turned away from Reed with a white 
face. He murmured in a sotto voice meant only for his ears, 
“He has no idea where he is.” Bear’s voice chocked. “Reed, | 
need this boy. If | lose him, | will lose myself.” Bear crossed 


back to the bed and caressed Brian’s cheek with soothing 
strokes using only the last two fingers of his huge hand. 
Instinctively, the boy attempted to turn his face to rest in 
Bear’s palm. 


“| need to speak to Cisco about Brian. If they keep him 
here, I'll stay with him. If Cisco plans to release Brian 
tonight, before | get back, can Jim Boy run him over to the 
farm? | will call Mrs. Santore and make sure she knows to 
expect them. He doesn’t have to wait. | might be a while.” 
Bear paused and pulled a chair closer to the gurney to 
cradle the boy’s hand. 


“I would also appreciate a few of your bouncers 
accompanying me on a trip over to see Miz James. I’m 
bringing the whip.” Bear growled through clenched teeth. 
Bear’s bull whip was hidden in a special compartment in his 
SUV, always at the ready. 


“You are not going to start anything up with the old lady, 
Bear, are you? We already have enough to put her away, 
even if Brian never testifies.” 


“No, Reed, I’m not going to start. But if she gives me any 
grief, | will finish anything she starts with the business end 
of my bullwhip.” Bear turned away so Reed would not see 
the tears, which persisted in flowing from his eyes despite 
the vow made years ago. 


Reed grabbed Bear’s hand and pulled Bear’s head down 
onto his shoulder. “Good. | would have to hold you back if 
you did. Brian needs you, not a jail bird.” 


“Who said you were coming?” 


“I did. Jim Boy is just outside in the waiting room, he never 
left. He feels personally responsible for sending out the 
invitation and thereby causing the problem. | told him it was 
my fault, | should have checked—anyway, he would be 
happy to take Brian home. Clinton, damn it Bear, why is a 
kid like this in Clinton?” 


Bear straightened his back and moved away from Reed. 


“It is a long story and it is Brian’s to tell, not mine. Thank 
Jim Boy, and thank you for having my back.” 


“That’s what friends are for, Bro. It looks like Cisco is 
homing in on the nursing station.” 


It took all of Bear’s will to stand still behind the glass wall 
and let Cisco check the chart. He knew he needed to see the 
initial evaluations made by the nurses and residents, but all 
Bear wanted to do was drag Cisco over to Brian and chain 
the doctor to Brian’s bed until his boy was fixed. 


Cisco must have felt his stare. He looked up, nodded, and 
made a vague hand gesture, which could have indicated 
anything from one minute to ‘sit the fuck down and wait 
until | am ready’. Bear didn’t care. He needed Cisco here 
now. 


Almost as if in tune with Bear’s thought process, Cisco 
walked into the room and put his arm around Donald’s back. 
“You might want to calm down, Don. By the look of your 
beet red face, your blood pressure is dangerously high. If | 
took the notion to slap a cuff on you, you might find yourself 
corralled here for the standard twenty-four hours.” 


Still staring at the chart, Cisco said, “Him—Murphy, Brian. 
| am ordering x-rays and pulling his medical records up on 


the computer. The name is familiar, a little too familiar.” 
Bear almost growled at Cisco. 
“Play nice, now.” 


Bear Drummond bared his teeth in a snarl at Cisco’s 
irreverence. Cisco’s ingrained knack of treating the pauper 
as a king, and king as a pauper, had cemented their 
relationship when Bear found him again. Cisco’s ability to 
level the playing field made him both diplomatic and 
compassionate, qualities the Chief of Staff of an urban 
hospital needed in abundance. Cisco ignored Bear and 
thoroughly examined Brian, who was finally awake and bug- 
eyed at the sight of Donald Drummond looming over the 
doctor prodding his ribs. The kid seemed to waver in and 
out of consciousness. Brian opened his mouth to speak. 


Bear anticipated his protests. “Not a word. You scared the 
shit out of me. You will do whatever Cisco tells you to do. | 
will make sure of it.” 


Brian lowered his gaze and mumbled, “Yes, Sir,” and he 
closed his eyes. 


“Brian, I’m Dr. Cisco, a friend of that gorilla with you.” 


Brian’s eyes flew to Bear. He tried to smile, but it came 
out as a grimace. 


Cisco continued, “What day is today?” 


“Dunno. Thursday, maybe Friday,” he answered, his 
speech slurred. 


Cisco turned to Bear and snapped, “Did he lose 
consciousness at any time?” 


Bear’s hands fisted, his anger was cold and hard, but 
Cisco knew it was not directed at him. “I don’t know. | got 
there and broke it up, but God knows how long they had 
been at it. They were going for the knife when | arrived.” 
Just the thought of it made Bear shiver. 


“Did he say anything?” Cisco asked with a bit more 
compassion. 


“Jim Boy talked to him. He is outside in the waiting room.” 
“Get him, now,” Cisco ordered. 


Cisco spoke to Brian, ignoring Bear’s looming bulk. “Mr. 
Murphy, you have a few cracked ribs. The facial damage 
looks bad, but it is not permanent, | have something you 
can use for the bruising. Your breathing may be a bit painful 
for a space, but your face will look much better by 
tomorrow. I’m sending you for scans to make sure there are 
no fractures or bleeds. Bear, if you wish, you can 
accompany Mr. Murphy to his tests.” 


“Okay,” Brian answered, still rather woozy. He looked up 
at Bear. “Thank you, Papa. | love you, you know.” Bear’s 
heart was in his throat. He knew he loved Brian and he knew 
that Brian would not remember a thing about this evening. 


Cisco turned away from the bed. “Supinski, get this kid 
down for an MRI and a CT, I’m taking no chances. Bear, go 
with the kid. l'Il speak to Jim.” 


Bear squeezed Brian’s hand and followed Dot and the 
orderly out of the room. 


Jim came into the room snuffling. He had obviously been 
crying for a while. “Jim,” Cisco said sharply, “Il need you to 
put on your corpsman hat, now. Reed, give him your 
handkerchief. Did the kid lose consciousness?” 


“| believe he did. He was in and out of it on the way over 
here. There was something strange though. He kept 
pleading ‘Mama stop, please stop.’” 


“Wait a minute, Doc,” Reed interrupted. “The cub said 
that when Bear was in the room but Bear was too distraught 
to hear him.” 


Cisco looked down at the chart. “Supinski...” The chief 
resident popped in the door. “Dr. de Loria, you sent Dot 
down to CT with Mr. Drummond and Mr. Murphy.” 


“You'll do. Go down to medical records and search for this 
patient in the inactive files. | want everything from the last 
twenty-years.” Cisco looked at the resident’s nametag. 
“Harris, | wanted this yesterday. Do you understand me?” 


“Yes, Doctor.” 


“And get the nursing station to get that old bastard, Ryan 
Richards, out of bed. He is a mean SOB, but he is the best 
neurologist in the state. Tell him | mean now, or he won't be 
getting his research assistants.” 


SSS 


Bear thought they flew through the testing. It took about 
an hour, record time for the ER, and through it all, Bear 
refused to leave Brian’s side. Bear, as St. Ann’s number one 


VIP, garnered a place in front of every line. Normally, he 
would have protested, but not this time. This time he was 
glad his fortune bought him preferential treatment. He held 
Brian’s hand as they wheeled him back to his emergency 
room berth. They found Cisco waiting for them in the room. 


“Brian, | need to keep you here until the neurologist sees 
the scans. Jim here is going to talk to you and make sure 
you don’t go to sleep right now. Although | see no swelling 
in the brain, someone needs to be with you and Jim is a 
licensed PA. You will have a nasty headache tonight and feel 
nauseous on occasion. | can’t tell you more until | get the 
test results.” 


Cisco turned to Bear and said, “Buddy, you need a cup of 
coffee right now with me.” 


Bear noticed Cisco’s demand and followed him out of the 
room. “Is this kid a sub?” Cisco asked immediately. 


“Not yet,” Bear answered. 


“That’s good, Don, because if he was, | was going to kill 
you with my bare hands.” 


“Cisco, you know better than that. | do not hurt my subs. 
At most, nipple clamps and spankings. | did not fucking do 
this, and | am going to have the balls of the people who did. 
He is mine, damn it, or he will be soon enough.” 


Harris was the chief resident in the ER doing his last 
month of trauma training. He had completed training for a 
psychiatric degree some time before. He came running up 
the corridor with a sheaf of papers in his hand. “Give me a 
report on those notes, Harris.” 


“Beginning?” asked Harris. 
“Begin from the first admission,” Cisco replied. 


Harris opened the folder and began to read from the 
computer printout, “White male, child, six-years-old, 
compound fracture, November, 1991. Mild concussion, 
broken ribs, contusions, March, 1992. Cigarette burns on 
legs and arms, radiator burn on back, December 24, 1994.” 
Harris droned on. “Christ, Dr. de Loria, the list is endless. 
Children’s Services kept taking him from the mother and 
putting him with an Aunt. The kid almost died twice. They 
would put the mother on meds and let her out of the mental 
health facility and she would petition the court for the kid. 
Damn it, Doctor de Loria, they would give him back to her 
every time.” 


Cisco saw that Bear had his fists rolled so tight that his 
nails were biting into his palms. “Harris, you are about to 
finish doing a double residency in psych and ER, am | 
correct?” Cisco asked. 


“Yes, doctor. | felt that very often ER patients need psych 
services they didn’t receive because of the nature of the 
ER,” Harris answered easily. “This is a prime example.” 


“Save the hearts and flowers for the grant committee.” 


“Yes, Doctor,” he answered. “This young man needs a 
psych consult. If you don’t think I’m good enough, please let 
me roust someone from the department.” 


“You're good enough, son. This is Donald Drummond. He 
is a major contributor to this hospital and that boy in there 
matters to him.” 


“If you can help my Brian, your loans will be paid and all 
of your future education will be gratis, Harris.” 


“That isn’t necessary, Mr. Drummond, but thank you,” 
Harris said stiffly. 


“Good, Harris. You just got your first unsupervised ER 
psych consult. Get in there and find out what this boy 
remembers. | think we are dealing with traumatic memory 
loss along with Post Traumatic Stress Disorder and not just 
from this evening’s activity.” 


“What can | do?” Bear pleaded with Cisco. 


“Nothing, old friend, just be there for him when Harris is 
done.” 


CHAPTER SIX 


Brian watched the young doctor approach with 
trepidation. He had a thick file folder with him and looked 
serious. Brian felt a bit fuzzy around the edges, but thought 
he was doing much better than he was when he first 
arrived. “Hi, doctor,” he said. “Before you ask me, it is 
Friday, August 21, 2010. My name is Brian Murphy and right 
now, | don’t know where | live because my landlady’s goons 
just beat the shit out of me.” 


Harris laughed. “Well, Brian, my name is Greg Harris. | am 
a doctor and | am here because of your medical records. | 
need to ask you some questions. It’s okay if you can’t 
remember, and there is no danger of you being kept here 
because of the answers, although | already know that | will 
recommend you see a counselor after you are discharged.” 


“| don’t know if | can afford to do that,” Brian answered. 


“Your insurance covers psychological consults under the 
company’s current plan. Mr. Drummond told me there is also 
no deductible or co-pay required from the client. You do not 
need to construct your answers because you are afraid of 
what a counselor might charge. So, will you be straight with 
me?” asked Greg as he pulled a chair up to the bed. 


“Im not in the habit of lying, Dr. Harris. | find lies 
repugnant, no matter the reason or circumstance.” 


“Good. Then we can approach this topic head-on. 
However, | am warning you, you will find some of the 
questions painful and as a result, try to convince yourself | 
really don’t need to know the answer. | also have 


information in your file from prior visits to this hospital. 
Before you decide not to cooperate, consider that | prepared 
these questions after | went over your chart, your medical 
records, and spoke to those people who witnessed the 
aftermath. Based on that information, | formulated my 
questions.” 


“I’m not afraid of pain, Dr. Harris, physical or emotional.” 

“All right, let’s begin. What happened to you just before 
your sixth birthday?” Greg asked as he began to make notes 
on his high-end PDA. Greg asked his questions in a rapid fire 
staccato. He didn’t want Brian to consider his answers, he 
needed Brian’s answers to be spontaneous. 


Harris’ PDA fascinated Brian, but he responded 
immediately to the man’s soft voice. “Brian...?” 


“My dad died. We were playing catch in the yard and he 
had a heart attack.” 


“Were you very close to your dad?” 


“He was my best friend. | haven’t been that close to 
anyone since he passed away.” 


“Mr. Drummond seems to care about you. Do you feel 
close to him?” 


“Dr. Harris, is that question necessary for your 
evaluation?” 


“Why do you ask?” 


“Because the question is an invasion of my privacy and | 
don’t want to answer it.” Without the backboard and 


cervical collar, Brian began to fidget. 


“| do see your point. Unfortunately, | think the question 
and its answer are very important to the evaluation. 
Although I can assure you that your answer is privileged and 
under Doctor/Patient confidentiality laws. | cannot discuss 
our conversation with anyone unless you give your express 
permission. Look, how about this, l'Il trade secrets with 
you.” 


Brian looked at Dr. Harris as if he saw some loose screws. 
“One more question and then it’s your turn to spill.” 


Brian dickered. “Why are you asking me this question?” 


“I’m asking because a future with Mr. Drummond in it may 
depend on your honesty and trust now,” Greg answered 
seriously. 


“I’m in love with him.” Brian sighed as the tears began to 
trickle down his cheek. “But it’s an impossible situation, 
because | have nothing to offer.” 


“You have yourself, Brian, and somehow | think that to 
Donald Drummond, that is enough. Now, just to show you | 
keep my word, I’m also gay and in love with Dr. de Loria, 
unfortunately Dr. de Loria doesn’t even see me.” 


Brian’s expressive eyes showed sympathy. “Okay Greg, lIl 
keep your secrets and you keep mine.” 


“Well, Brian, let’s begin again. How did your mother take 
your father’s death?” Harris asked. 


“She blamed me. He was quite a bit older than she was 
and she thought | was a burden to him.” 


Harris tapped his pencil on the computer screen. “Were 
you a burden?” 


“| don’t think so. He always came to me to play. | didn’t 
ask him because Mom told me not to bother him. | was a 
pretty solitary kid.” 


“Do you remember being brought to the hospital just after 
your sixth birthday with a compound fracture in your arm? 
You bear the scar just a handhold below the elbow.” 


Brian looked down at this arm. “You know, | never knew 
what happened to me. | asked and neither my mother nor 
my aunt would answer me. | have dreams, but | can’t seem 
to retain the information when | am awake. In one of them, | 
am on the floor with a broken arm and the bone is peeking 
out of my shirt. | began to remember details when you 
started asking questions. Before that, all | drew was a 
blank.” 


“That’s because your subconscious mind was trying to 
protect you from additional emotional trauma. In your case, 
| believe that the attack tonight broke a psychological dam 
behind which you stored your childhood memories. In most 
cases, | would suggest we hypnotize you or have you 
remember more of it gradually on your own. However, this 
is a special circumstance.” 


Harris opened the file on his lap. “I don’t like having to be 
the one to show you these, but you have the right to know, 
and at this point it is a medical necessity. A trauma like the 
one you had tonight will bring more flashbacks. You need to 
be able to deal with them in context.” 


Greg passed Brian a series of Polaroid shots taken by the 
ER over a period of about six years. In one of the shots, a 
much younger Francisco de Loria, in surgical garb, was 
putting Brian’s arm in a cast. Brian said nothing, just 
stoically shuffled the pictures until he had studied each one. 


“| guess I’ve met Dr. de Loria before.” Brian stared blankly 
past Harris to the doctor having an animated conversation 
with Bear. He will be forever Bear in my mind and heart now 
that | know. Brian closed his eyes for a moment and then 
looked up at Dr. Harris. 


“I'd say you knew Cisco long before | did,” Harris replied, 
looking out at Francisco from underneath his lashes. 


“Not really, because | can’t remember ever meeting him 
before tonight,” Brian answered. 


The lack of emotional response to the pictures worried 
Harris, both professionally and personally. Brian was in 
emotional lockdown and that was a difficult thing to 
overcome. He found himself liking Brian, concerned about 
his welfare, and he wanted to continue to work with him. 


Brian spoke, “I remember the shirt with the pearl buttons. 
Dad bought it for me for my birthday right before he died. | 
had a set of cap guns, a double holster, a cowboy hat and 
boots. He even mentioned riding lessons. My mother, as | 
recall, was not thrilled with the cap guns. They were too 
noisy and would prevent my father from getting the rest he 
needed.” 


“Was your father ill?” Greg asked carefully. 


“My mother said he was under a lot of stress trying to care 
for her and Mary, and | only added to it. She didn’t want me. 


I’ve always known that.” 


“How do you feel about that, being blamed for your 
father’s death at the age of six? Not being welcome in your 
own home must have been traumatic, to say nothing of the 
mental anguish of finding out your mother took out her 
frustration at becoming a widow on you both mentally and 
physically?” 


“I’m a trained submissive, Greg. Do you know what that 
means?” 


“I’m familiar with the lifestyle.” 


“My first Dom was my college roommate, Alan. He said | 
was a natural, because | could drop into subspace instantly. | 
believe | just found out why. Subspace was safe, Greg. 
Reality was not.” 


“What do you want to do about this? From what | 
understand, you have been expending all of your resources 
to take care of a woman who almost beat you to death.” 


“My father told me | had to care for my family and | won't 
let him down. | think he had premonitions of his own death, 
which is why he insisted that Mom have a child who could 
care for her when he passed.” 


“Essentially, you are telling me that your father trained 
you to be his replacement should something happen to 
him,” Greg said in a hard voice. 


“I suppose he did. At least, to Dad, | was useful and had a 
purpose. Everyone else | have ever cared about threw me 
out with the trash when they no longer needed what | 
offered. Now, | have nothing to offer anyone. Who wants a 


boy who has to take care of a schizophrenic mother? | had 
plans to put her in an assisted living facility. But if she is 
prone to violence, l'Il have to rethink that. 


“l'd appreciate copies of my childhood records so that | 
can take them to both her psychiatrist and her counselor. | 
am sure he is unaware of this. She is living in Allentown with 
my aunt and sees someone out of Princeton.” 


“You seem to have no emotional reaction to this at all, 
Brian. Why?” 


“I’m sorry | can’t breakdown on cue, but l'Il cope. | always 
have.” Brian turned his head away from Greg. 


“| hear resignation in your voice. What is it you have 
resigned yourself to?” 


“Doctor Harris.” Brian’s voice held a tinge of bitterness. 
“You have just informed me that I’m a psychological wreck. | 
just fell in love. Your report here makes any relationship, 
right now, impossible. Fuck right now, maybe forever.” Brian 
raised his voice in anger to Greg Harris’ relief. He thought he 
was going to have to hospitalize Brian on suicide watch. 


“You should understand this, you have your own dreams. 
If | would have been a financial burden to Bear Drummond, 
prior to this, now | am a psychological risk. | know that 
bipolar disorder and schizophrenia are inherited traits. | 
wasn’t good enough for him before, now I’m toxic. This 
means | need to not only find a new job, | need a new life, 
and it’s not the kind of life | was dreaming about,” Brian 
finished, trembling with anger and frustration, wiping his 
face with his shirtsleeve. Greg was about to counter his 
assumptions when he heard a noise. 


Brian also heard the noise, opened his eyes and looked up 
at the door. There was Bear Drummond in all his glory. Brian 
had had enough. He flung the pictures back at Harris, an 
unthinkable action had he been in his right mind, turned his 
head into the pillow and mumbled, “Will you please thank 
Mr. Drummond for his kindness and tell him to go home, 
Greg.” 


“Dr. Harris, could you give us a moment,” Bear asked 
softly. 


“Yes, Mr. Drummond, but only a moment,” Greg Harris 
answered as he left the room. 


“Brian, did you think to ask me if | thought you would be a 
burden? | don’t think you comprehend what happened to me 
this afternoon, baby.” 


Bear Drummond stood at the door of the room with his 
hands in his pockets. He looked tired and the lines on his 
forehead and around his mouth stood out prominently 
against his tanned skin. The man who only this afternoon 
looked like he stepped out of an ad in GQ, was rumpled, his 
hair uncombed, his tie askew and his face ashen under the 
tan. The green eyes were tired and desolate. Brian 
shuddered. He caused this. He turned away. 


“Look at me,” Bear commanded. Brian reluctantly opened 
his eyes as Bear walked toward him. “You weren’t the only 
man who plunged down the rabbit hole this morning. | went 
down as soon as | laid eyes on your beautiful face. After 
lunch, | knew.” 


“Knew what, Mr. Drummond?” Brian asked in a soft, barely 
audible tone. 


Bear sat down on the chair beside the bed and took 
Brian’s cold hand in his own. Brian tried to pull back, but 
Bear would not let go. 


“I knew that you were mine. Mine. My forever boy and the 
boy | have searched for endlessly but did not find until he 
spilled a bottle of 1985 Bordeaux on my Persian rug. From 
that moment on, | didn’t care about the rug, the wine, or 
even the business. All | ever wanted and dreamed about 
stood before me. | wanted to reach out and grab with both 
hands. | didn’t, that was my mistake, Brian. That mistake 
cost you pain. There will be no more pain, baby. If you tell 
me you don’t want me, | will leave and | will never bother 
you again. But | don’t think that is what either of us desire.” 


“Mr. Drummond...” 


“You call me Papa Bear or Bear. There is no Mr. Drummond 
or Boss between us now. It is just you and |. | love you, boy, 
and | have never said that to a single soul, only you. Give us 
a chance. Come to my home and recuperate. We will deal 
with your mother, and whatever else comes up, together. 
Please, don’t make me beg. Please.” 


Brian took his hand away from Bear’s and ran it through 
Bear’s hair, smiling, and as he looked into Bear’s eyes, he 
said, “I believe you’ve just made me an offer that | can’t 
refuse. Could you kiss me, Sir?” 


Bear moved from the chair on to the bed and sat beside 
his boy. “Can I hold you, or are you in too much pain?” 


“They gave me something for the pain.” Brian’s eyes were 
bright with unshed tears again. He reached out and Bear 
pulled him against his rock hard chest. Bear covered his 


face with light butterfly kisses, stroking down his arms, 
nuzzling his nose in Brian’s hair, and blowing in his ear. 


“It is very late, baby. Jim Boy is going to spend the 
remainder of the night with you. In the morning, | will pick 
you up and we will go home. Don’t worry about your things. 
Reed and | will pick them up from that James witch. You 
never have to see that place again. We can take care of 
your mother in a few days when you feel more like yourself. 
Now sleep, baby. | will stay here and hold you until you do. 
When you wake up, Jim Boy will be here to call me so | can 
take you home.” 


About a half-hour later, Brian began to doze off and Bear 
moved away and off the bed. He sat down in the chair and 
gathered up the photos Brian had strewn over the floor. The 
sight of the child who was his Brian horrified him. Photo 
after photo of burns, broken bones, bruised face, welts on 
his back and legs, Bear had to put the pictures down before 
he spit up his guts. From the age of six to the age of twelve, 
his mother had treated him worse than a stray dog. Bear 
recognized whip marks and bites, his head infected with lice 
and his body encrusted with dirt. Bear went over to the door 
and found Jim waiting. 


Silently, he handed the entire file to Jim. “Can you stay 
with him? | will be back to bring him out to the farm early 
tomorrow morning.” 


“Of course Sir, Master Reed has put me at your disposal. 
He said to call him when you were ready. He’s at the club.” 


“If he wakes, Jim, feel him out about what he wants to do 
about his...that...” Bear winced almost as if he could not 
even enunciate the word, “...woman who bore him.” 


SSS 


Cisco grabbed Bear as he passed the nursing station. “I 
already know,” Bear said flatly. “And yes, | can see your 
concern for my welfare and his. We will get through this 
thing.” 


“About the mother...” Cisco said. 


“Do not ever, in my presence, use that honorable and 
respectful word in conjunction with that woman,” Bear 
thundered. 


“Bear, hold on. | am not the enemy here. | want you to 
know that she is dangerous, especially to Brian. She will 
have to be medically supervised at all times.” 


“It’s good he has me, then, | can afford it and everything 
else the bitch needs. However, | will not let my boy be her 
physical or emotional punching bag ever again. I’m leaving, 
but | will be back to take him home in the morning. Jim Boy 
will stay with him tonight. | have to go to get his things and 
then go to the stationhouse.” Bear straightened his tie. 
“Anything else you care to add?” 


“Just be careful out there.” 


SSS 


Bear sat in his SUV, which one of Reed’s bouncers had 
driven to the hospital. He spoke to the phone. “Reed, club,” 
he said. The telephone automatically dialed Reed’s private 
line. 


“I’m in the parking lot. Jim Boy is sitting with Brian for the 
rest of the night. | have to call Maria, but l'Il be at the James 
flophouse in fifteen, maybe twenty minutes.” 


“We'll be there.” 
“You don’t have to meet me. It may get messy.” 


“PIL have your back as always, just as you always have 
mine. l'Il bring some of the boys in case we have an 
unexpected party but don’t insult me by asking me to stay 
away.” 


“Okay. | wanted to keep you out of this for Jim’s sake.” 


“Believe me, Jim may be a bit of a pouf, but well, let’s say 
he can handle whatever is thrown his way. l'Il see you in 
fifteen.” 


The other end of the line stayed silent. The new cell 
phones annoyed Bear. There was no click to say someone 
had hung up, and he never knew if the conversation was 
over or paused. He decided for him, at least, it was over. 


Bear said, “Home.” It rang a few times and the excitable 
voice of his housekeeper, Mrs. Maria Santore, answered. She 
and her family helped care for his home. The farm, 
overlooking Route 29 and the Delaware River, had about 
twenty acres and outbuildings surrounding his house. It was 
enough for him to keep a few horses, have a pond, and 
separate living quarters for the Santore family. 


“You didn’t come home for dinner, Donald, and you didn’t 
call. That is not like you. What happened?” 


He spoke to Momma Maria, as would any of her sons. 
“There was a bit of a dust-up at work and, Maria, | met 
someone.” 


“The cause of the fuss, | presume. You never take the easy 
road.” Maria sighed. Bear could see her in his mind. Short 
and round, engulfed in a white apron with her wooden 
spoon. “So, son of my heart, finally, you come to your 
senses after Antonio, eh? It is about time. What do you know 
of this one? Is he a good boy?” 


“Mama, Maria, he is almost too good. He has near broken 
himself trying to take care of his invalid mother. Maria, look. 
Tomorrow morning, I’m going to have my new friend come 
stay with me. | expect he will become in time...” Donald 
hesitated, then dove in, “...my partner, err...nhusband. Please 
prepare the rooms adjoining my own. I’m sorry for the short 
notice, but | expect he will be very tired and a little off- 
center. He was badly injured. He is still a bit wary, so don’t 
say or do anything to scare him. Try not to expect too much. 
Cisco said he had a moderate concussion and he may have 
lingering effects for a few weeks.” 


“Mr. Donald, as if | would come between you and any 
happiness the good Lord is fit to bestow. No one deserves 
someone more than you do. What time will you arrive? IIl 
make sure all will be ready when you get back.” 


“Maria, as | said, he’s hurt. He was worked over by some 
of Estelle James’ boys. | think we will be there by ten, 
depending what Cisco says about his care and how long it 
takes to get him ready to leave.” 


“What did Dr. de Loria say about his health?” Maria asked. 


“Like | said, Momma, he has a moderate concussion and 
he is malnourished. His beautiful face is black and blue. He 
also has a few cracked ribs,” Donald answered. 


“Are you all right? Who did this?” 


He had long since given up refusing to answer Maria’s 
questions. She was as wily as a KGB agent. Then, if he 
didn’t spill the goods, he would find his comfort level 
significantly affected for weeks after until he ‘fessed’ up. It 
was simpler to spill his guts at the onset. 


“| believe the James boys were hired to rough him up due 
to the incident at work. It involved Zeke Robbins.” 


“Zeke Robbins is dangerous. I’ve warned you for years... 
why you ever hired him at...” 


“Mama, I’m almost there. Please, | Know what you said, 
and could you save it for later?” 


“You aren’t respectful, Donald, but l'Il forgive you this 
time. Do you need Salvatore or Junior to come over and 
assist you? Hah! | spit on Estelle James. How a round-heeled 
whore could dare to challenge you...Bear, Pop and | will 
have everything ready. l'Il take care of it. He will have both 
breakfast and a comfortable bed waiting. You go, now. Take 
your whip to that James woman.” 


Bear could hear her shouts to Junior and Salvatore, along 
with her colorful description of Estelle James’ round heels. 
He chuckled. It took five minutes for his demeanor to turn to 
icy rage. Reed was in his black Jag, waiting for him in front 
of the house. The sight of the bloodstain on the sidewalk 
pooled under the streetlight made Bear very quiet. A quiet 
Bear was a dangerous Bear. 


Bear and Reed stepped out of their vehicles, reaching the 
door at exactly the same instant, as if they were the stars of 
a synchronized ballet. Bull Raleigh and three bouncers 
followed. Bear had his bullwhip coiled in his hand and ready 
to strike. He pounded on the door, shouting, “Lady, you 
better come to this door right now, or | am going to call the 
cops to this house and we both know what they are going to 
find here.” The door opened a crack. 


“What you going after an ole lady for, eh, Miz Rich Bitch?” 
Estelle James hissed from behind the door, “Somebody 
didn’t play nice with Buttercup?” Estelle cackled. 


The hard crack of a whip reverberated through the night 
air. “Do | have your attention now, Estelle?” 


“You think you be using that on my body, you be a dead 
man. My boys will...” 


“be sitting in a holding cell at the stationhouse, about to 
be charged with aggravated assault and attempted murder. 
If | even so much as smell one of your hoodlums near 
anything of mine—and Brian is mine, make no mistake 
about that— they will see some accidents of their own. 


“Now, you listen to me woman, because | do not intend to 
repeat myself. You step the fuck aside. | am going to follow 
your whorish ass up those steps, and you are going to show 
me where Brian Murphy lived.” He signaled to Joey, one of 
the bouncers. “This gentleman is going to put everything 
Brian owns into these nice clean boxes. You are going to 
write on every box that you supervised the packing and 
each box contains only articles that belong to Brian Murphy. 
This gentleman,” Bear pointed to Bull, “is going to watch 
you to make sure you don’t cause any accidents. 


“| want every article of clothing, every knick-knack, every 
single item belonging to Brian Murphy in one of these boxes 
and on this porch in less than thirty minutes, or | am on the 
phone.” Bear proceeded to follow her in the door and 
silently put his whip back underneath the suit jacket where 
it sat looped on his belt. 


“Bitch, if you happen to forget anything, | will be on that 
well-worn ass of yours like flies on shit. Cross me, and | will 
make you wish you were never born. So, do not bother 
giving me any sass. Now, show my man where he lived. On 
second thought we can pack up his stuff. | would not want 
your filthy hands on it.” 


Mr. Bear Drummond walked up four flights of stairs, down 
the hall strewn with needles and cigarette butts, and prayed 
for his boy. When the old bitch unlocked the room, it looked 
to be more like a cell. The bed under the window had a quilt 
that appeared recently washed, if it was not for the fresh 
red stains of his boy’s blood. It was at least one hundred 
degrees in the room. He saw the small plastic cooler and the 
single can of Coke left empty, turned on its side. 


The sheets were clean, the closet and the drawers lined 
with plastic and shelf paper. He would have done the same 
if he had to live in this pigsty. Bull got all of Brian’s things 
into a box, taped it up efficiently, and skillfully tossed the 
box to Joey. Bear saw him eye the kid’s tattered suitcase, 
and Bull instructed Joey to take it downstairs with the boxes. 
Estelle James signed the box, just as he asked. 


Bear almost punched the wall when he saw all the boy 
had was one pitiful box, a suitcase, a quilt, some sheets, two 
towels, and a pair of bolsters. 


“All that fuss for one box and a crappy suitcase, Ms. Fancy 
Pants.” Estelle baited. 


Joey came back up the stairs and asked, “Anything else, 
Sir?” 


Bear motioned to the two bolsters and Joey grabbed them 
and took them down. When they were through, Donald 
asked, “How much do you charge for this rat’s nest, Estelle? 
| have seen prison cells with finer appointments.” 


“| charge me $200 a week. | takes a two week deposit and 
don’t ask no questions. Therefore, it is a bargain for both 
parties. Why, you interested?” 


“You don’t want to know what’s going to become 
interesting to me, Estelle.” 


“Are you threatening me ‘cause of your booty boy, Miz 
Rich Bitch?” 


Like lightning, Bear’s whip cracked to the left of Estelle’s 
face. “You want to keep your face, but then, why should 
you? You were arranging to have my boy’s face cut. | am not 
going to forget that, Estelle. | will forget nothing about this 
incident. | Know it is a waste of my time to try to train such 
an ignorant, round-heeled bitch in basic courtesy. Even so, a 
little respect would not come amiss.” 


“That is a threat | hear, you Bugger Man.” The whip 
cracked again and left a welt bleeding on her right cheek. 
Estelle James let out a loud whine. Her face set in mulish 
stubbornness as she glared at Bear. 


“No, Estelle. As you see, | am not threatening you. | am 
promising you that your life will be too miserable to live if 


something happens to either my boy or myself. If anyone, 
no matter who, comes after either my boy or me, | will go 
after your boney ass.” 


Reed, who had been silent throughout the conversation, 
chimed in, “What’s worse, Estelle, is Bear and the boy have 
friends. Those goliaths out there are mine. | swear to you, if 
one hair on either the Bear or the boy’s head should fall out 
of place, | will hold you responsible and those boys and | will 
pay you a visit. Oh, and by the way, I’m not as particular 
about the law as Bear is nowadays.” 


“Who you be, Mister Faggot?” Estelle asked. 


Bear’s whip cracked and a welt appeared on Estelle’s left 
cheek. 


“I did caution you about respect,” Bear said in a polite, but 
deadly tone. 


“lam Reed Davis. | did the investigation that is going to 
put both you and your boys in one of the state’s seedier 
hotels.” Reed stood nonchalantly picking some lint off his 
suit. He raised his head and got right into Estelle James’ 
face. 


“I know Zeke Robbins paid you to hurt that boy, and | can 
prove it. Conspiracy to commit murder carries a hefty jail 
sentence in this state. | will make sure you and the boys are 
prosecuted, convicted, and serve the full freight. That is, 
unless you decide to cooperate and tell us who paid Zeke to 
hire you,” Reed said. 


“| don’t know what all this fuss is about. He ain’t dead is 
he?” Estelle countered. 


“If he was, | would have whipped your skin until my arm 
fell off, you crazy bitch. In addition, to clarify my point, he is 
not My Boy yet. If he were, Tyrone and Jamal would be dead 
already instead of cooling their heels in the police tank. | 
believe we understand one another now, you fucking piece 
of dog shit.” Bear threw his whip at Bull Raleigh who 
expertly caught the coil and went down to put it in the 
secret compartment of the SUV. 


Donald turned on his heel, indicated to Joey to follow, and 
gave his back to the now taunting Estelle James. This 
woman caused great harm to come to my boy. Another 
thing his gran had taught him, “He who laughs last, laughs 
best.” 


“Estelle, should your boys have any questions, you send 
them to me. It seems like they need discipline. | will be 
waiting and Bull, Reed, and | would be thrilled to teach them 
some. Only | use a cane and a cat, not a fucking knife or tire 
iron. | can draw out the pain for a long time. Tell them to ask 
for Bear Drummond of /ndiscreet.” Estelle James’ face froze. 
It seems he still had a rep in the old neighborhoods. 


CHAPTER SEVEN 


Bear and Reed brushed past Estelle James out to the long 
corridor and down the stairs. Bull, Joey, and the other two 
bouncers awaited them on the porch. 


“Why don’t | have Bull drive the Mercedes over to the 
hospital?” Reed asked. “You can drive with me to the 
stationhouse and Junior can take you over to the hospital in 
the morning.” 


“What time is it?” Bear asked wearily. 
“Just after eight,” Reed replied. 


“Okay, but we may have to make a quick stop at the mall. 
Do you know what time they close?” 


Reed chuckled. “Of course | do. You lock yourself up there 
in your ivory tower all day and never see regular folks. | deal 
with waiters, dishwashers, cooks, maids, in addition to the 
membership. The stores are running back to school sales. 
They will be open until eleven.” 


Bear folded his bulk into Reed’s black Jag. They were 
silent during the five-minute ride to 225 Clinton, home of 
Police Headquarters and Trenton’s Municipal Court. 


“Do you think Martino will still be there?” Reed asked. 


“He'll wait for us. Remember, | trained him,” Bear 
answered easily. 


“Yeah, that’s right. Martino has been a member of 
Indiscreet for five years. | forgot who showed him the 
ropes.” 


They parked the Jag in front of the stationhouse in the 
parking spot usually reserved for the mayor. Bear raised an 
eyebrow. Reed shrugged. “He’s at a fundraiser tonight. | 
heard it on the radio.” 


They got out of the car and Bear searched the parking lot. 
“What are you looking for?” Reed asked. 


“Found it,” Bear replied laconically. “New York plates... 
over there...the Chevy Impala. One of the standard 
unmarked cars in New York City’s Homicide Division... 
O’Malley is here. Shit.” 


Reed shot Bear a quizzical look. “It means, Reed, that the 
attack on Brian was something more than our local KKK 
wacko, Robbins. It means trouble.” Bear reached into his 
pocket and brought out his cell. 


“Bull,” he snapped. 
“Yeah, Bear.” 


“Get someone over to St. Ann’s to guard Brian and Jim, 
right now.” 


“Okay, Boss.” 


Bear strode to the entrance of police headquarters, 
dreading what he knew he would find. “I’m looking for 
Lieutenant Martino, Sergeant Clayton,” he told the older 
black man with fuzzy grey hair manning the desk. 


“Mr. Drummond, l'Il tell him you're here. He’s been 
waiting for you.” 


Bear looked at Reed and smiled. 
“How, | mean besides the club?” Reed asked. 


“Donations to the PBA, tickets for the Policemen’s Ball, 
and financing afterschool programs for Trenton teens, 
Sergeant Clayton runs one of those programs. You have to 
learn to make connections, Reed.” Bear gave his friend an 
almost feral smile. 


They heard the door open and Lieutenant Martino came to 
greet them with what Bear interpreted as a serious look on 
his face instead of his usual disarming smile. “Bear, Reed.” 
He shook each man’s hand and said, “Follow me. O’Malley’s 
waiting in interrogation.” 


“I am putting the James boys in a line-up. That is the first 
stop. You need to make an ID.” 


Bear nodded. 


“Was Reed with you when you pulled up to the James 
residence?” 


“He arrived moments later,” Bear answered. 


“I’m afraid he didn’t see them, Tom. They scattered when | 
near drove them into a brick wall with the Mercedes. | 
wanted to get their attention before they took the baseball 
bats and tire irons out.” 


Tom laughed. “You need work done on the Mercedes, if it’s 
pulling to the right and up onto sidewalks...Can’t have an 
unsafe vehicle roaming the Trenton streets.” 


“Tom, let me ID those punks and tell you what | know. | 
presume there is a reason O’Malley drove down from 
Manhattan?” 


“Yeah Bear there is. And you’re not going to like it.” 
“Then let us get this over with so I can speak to the Irish.” 


The process of identification went swiftly. There were two 
separate line-ups and Bear picked one James brother out of 
each. 


“PIL set these punks into different interrogation rooms 
while you speak to O’Malley.” 


Patrick O’Malley sat at one of the long tables in the 
interrogation area set up for viewing suspects. He stood up 
and greeted Bear with a strong handshake. 


“I’m always surprised at the size of you, Drummond,” said 
the wiry Irishman. “Sit down so | don’t have to strain my 
neck.” 


Bear introduced Reed to O’Malley, and both men took a 
seat at the table. There were two boxes of Dunkin’ Donuts 
coffee, cream, sugar, and two boxes of muffins on the table. 


“What brought you down to Trenton, Pat? | called to give 
you a heads up on the cutter, but | did not expect you to 
drag your fine ass to Trenton.” 


“Bear, stop admiring my ass, the Missus wouldn’t be 
happy,” O’Malley retorted. 


“So...” Bear said, waiting for O’Malley to continue. 
“So, Giovanni Benzano is out on bail pending a new trial.” 
“Fuck,” Bear answered. 


“It is worse than that, Bear. Giovanni’s brother Frankie has 
murdered his way into the position of capo in the city mob. 
He arranged the lawyer, put the arm on a judge, and presto, 
Giovanni walks.” 


“Connected, | presume.” 


“Almost as well aS you are in Trenton, Bear. But we are 
talking about New York here, not Central Jersey.” 


“Reed, find Martino. | want armed police protection on the 
kid, now.” 


“Pat, do you think that all that’s happened to the kid has 
something to do with Antonio’s death?” 


“Frankie Benzano is openly queer...the mob version of 
affirmative action. As soon as he was made, he had lawyers 
filing motions on behalf of his brother. We think that 
Giovanni might have been his procurer, and when Frankie 
was done, Giovanni made a disposal.” 


“We had the wrong man,” Bear said, deep in thought. 
“Don’t get your bowels in a twist,” O’Malley retorted. 


“Giovanni Benzano was every bit as responsible for those 
murders as Frankie. He played games right alongside him. 


He was just stupid enough to leave a trail. We have a man 
inside. | hope that we will know before he makes a move. 
Picking up the James boys and getting our hands on Robbins 
is a real break in the case.” 


Martino came into the coffee area, carrying an empty cup 
with Reed trailing behind him. “It’s done, Bear. Now go 
home and get some rest or you will be no help to the boy 
tomorrow. The James boys are in custody. | sent two squad 
cars to pick up the old woman, and there is a statewide 
bulletin for Robbins. Plus, we're bringing in the Mueller 
broad as a material witness.” 


“Come on, Bear. We have another stop to make.” Reed 
urged. Martino buzzed them out of Headquarters and they 
walked over to Reed’s car. 


Reed turned the Jag and headed to 29 North. Bear roared, 
“Where the fuck are you going? Brooks Brothers is in Philly.” 


Reed pulled over to the side of the road. “Look.” 


Bear knew that look. Reed was exasperated and short on 
patience. 


“You don’t dress a twenty-something kid in clothes from 
Brooks Brothers unless he’s going to work. Urban Outfitter, 
Abercrombie and Fitch, these are stores where you find 
clothes a kid his age wears. | am taking you up 195 to 
Quakerbridge Mall. They have the closest store. When you 
dress him, for God’s sake bring him with you. You'll have 
him looking like Little Lord Fauntleroy.” 


They ate at the food court, and Bear had a severe case of 
indigestion when he finally arrived home at eleven pm. He 


left the bags on the table and fell up the stairs to his lonely 
bed. Soon, soon it will not be so lonely. 


SSS 


Jim woke up slowly. It was about five in the morning. He 
noticed Brian was awake and looked as if he were in pain. 
He asked, “How do you feel?” 


“My head is killing me and my stomach is very rocky,” 
Brian mumbled, trying to keep from throwing up. Jim 
brought Brian a plastic basin, just in case, and moved his 
own chair closer to the bed. 


“Where the hell am I?” Still attached to the IV, he tried to 
sit up. “My head feels like the inside of a kettle drum, and | 
think I’m going to heave.” 


Jim leapt up, grabbed the basin, and placed it under 
Brian’s chin just before the eruption. “You're in the hospital, 
cub, specifically at St. Ann’s. You were pretty bad off last 
night.” 


“What happened last night? | don’t remember anything 
after you and Mr. Drummond put me in the van.” 


Oh man, is this going to put a crimp in the Bear’s 
equipment. The kid doesn’t remember what he said and 
shit, that means he doesn’t remember his mother. 


“Do you remember speaking to Dr. de Loria and Dr. 
Harris?” Jim asked. 


“| don’t remember anything. The last | recall was talking 
to you, going down the stairs, and the beating. You and Mr. 


Drummond took me into the van and | guess | passed out.” 


“Let me get Dr. Harris for you. Maybe he can help.” Jim 
made a quick exit, and hurried to the nursing desk, where 
he explained the problem. He had a phone call to make. He 
phoned Reed. He didn’t dare call Bear himself with this kind 
of news. Then he called the club and told them that both he 
and Reed would be in late this morning. 


Jim saw Dr. Harris come out of Brian’s room shaking his 
head. “Dr. Harris?” he asked. “Will he remember 
eventually?” 


Greg Harris answered in a careful way, “I can’t make any 
guarantees. | am going to order another CT just to make 
sure his brain didn’t swell overnight. Is Mr. Drummond due 
to come in soon?” 


“| just called for him,” Jim replied, a bit sheepish because 
he had Reed do it. “I’m sure he’ll be here in thirty minutes.” 


“Good.” Dr. Harris nodded as he walked away. 
Jim turned on his heel and went back into the room to 
soothe a very frightened Brian. “Do you remember who | 


am, Brian?” 


“Yes, you are Jim, the man from /ndiscreet. | spoke to you 
on the telephone yesterday afternoon.” 


“I’m sorry | didn’t make it in time, cub,” Jim answered. 


“Your quick thinking saved my ass last evening. l'Il be fine, 
thanks to you. Everything worked out.” 


“I notice Dr. Harris took out the IV drip. lII bet you would 
like to use the facilities, hey, cub?” 


“Yes, Jim, | really would. | won’t forget your kindness, | 
owe you big time,” Brian answered. Jim smiled, nodded, and 
went over to help Brian navigate to the toilet. Brian came 
out much steadier on his feet, but Jim noticed his face 
became visibly agitated. 


“That was Mr. Drummond last night, wasn’t it...over at my 
place? The fog is just beginning to lift from my brain.” 


Jim got Brian back on the bed and watched as what looked 
like a black cloud fell over Brian’s face. 


“Oh shit, now I’m going to lose my job too!” Brian cried. 


Jim jumped up, but Brian had turned his head away from 
Jim and into his pillow. Brian looked defeated and had 
completely lost control. Jim was amazed. 


| watched the cub all last night, and although sometimes 
tears came down his cheeks, he never made a sound. It was 
obvious he was in distress, but why. l'Il be damned, nothing 
fazed him until Bear's name was mentioned. I’m no Dr. 
Harris, but I bet | can get to the root of this outburst. 


“Hey cub, cool down. Sir left me here to make sure you 
were Okay. He is on his way back in this morning.” 


“I haven’t even started my job and already Im a 
problem.” Brian sobbed. 


“You are not a problem, cub. You are a bit of a hero, 
however.” Jim moved in closer and grabbed Brian’s hand 


and squeezed. “Let’s start where we should have started 
last night, Brian Murphy.” 


“Okay.” Brian hiccupped. 


“Hi, I’m Jim Menetti, or as Master Reed and Sir call me, Jim 
Boy. | don’t know if you remember me, but | strapped you to 
the board last night. | used to be a medic in the service. 
That’s why | was able to help you before we got you to the 
hospital.” 


“Dr. Harris said they would release me after one more 
test. Jesus, Jim, | have nowhere to go and no way to pick up 
what little it was | owned.” 


Jim patted his hand. “Well, honey cub, I’d say that was 
taken care of last night. Master Reed and Sir were none too 
pleased with Estelle James. | would say Sir has your things 
safe for you.” 


The kid’s brain was whirling behind his eyes. 


He has an expressive face. How he could bear to think 
kindly of the witch who raised him is beyond my 
comprehension. He just locks it all away. He needs Bear 
Drummond as much as Bear needs him. 


Jim listened as Brian continued. 


“I can’t... can’t afford to be hurt right now.” Brian 
Suppressed a sob, barely. “I have to see my mother 
tomorrow and make sure she’s all right. | have to find a 
place to stay | can afford before Monday...shit...shit...ah 
Jesus.” Brian’s dam broke. Loud sobs combined with a 
torrent of tears streaking down his cheeks, his nose ran as 
he turned and grabbed at the nightstand. 


“I think you’re searching for one of these,” Jim said, 
holding up a tissue box. Brian took it from him, mumbling 
thanks. Nevertheless, the simple act of kindness sent Brian 
into deeper paroxysms of sobs. 


“I’m sorry to be such a problem,” Brian murmured to Jim, 
turning his face toward the opposite wall. Jim couldn’t leave 
this kid ashamed of needing help. With Brian’s chest still 
heaving with the effort of attempting to regain control, Jim 
grabbed both of his arms and turned Brian to face him. 


He reached over and took Brian’s hand into his. “Look, 
cub. I'm telling tales out of school, but | don’t think you 
have to worry about finding a place to stay. Dr. Harris wants 
you watched for a week.” 


Brian visibly panicked. “I thought he said | could leave. | 
can’t afford to stay, I...” 


“Brian,” Jim said with patience, “all that was settled last 
night. Sir is coming to pick you up this morning and you are 
to stay with him.” 


“Look, Jim, you are a really nice guy, and | can see you 
would be a great friend. But I’ve got a difficult situation, it’s 
not just me.” Brian hesitated. “I support my mother. She is 
living with my aunt who supposedly takes care of her. At 
least | pay her to do so, whether she does or not is another 
story,” Brian finished bitterly. 


“| scraped together enough money to get Mom into 
assisted living, and now | have to find myself a new place, 
pay a deposit, and make it semi-liveable. The aunt is going 
to jack up the amount she charges for Mom’s care and... 
Damn it.” Brian pounded his thigh repeatedly with a 


clenched fist with enough force to leave new bruises, the 
sobs beginning anew. 


“Jim, | don’t think I’m going to be able to save her or 
me...” Brian curled his head into his knees, hiding behind 
the platinum hair. “I’m so damned helpless,” he choked. “All 
through high school, college, | managed on my own. Now...| 
have a great job with a good salary, and | can’t keep a room 
in a flophouse.” Brian straightened up and sighed. “I’m 
sorry, | shouldn’t have laid this on you.” 


“We-e-ell, I’m here, cub. Who else do you have?” Jim 
answered with a bit of an exaggerated flounce. “On a more 
serious note, cub, you have more friends than you know. 
There are a lot of heavyweights in your corner right now.” 


“| got thrown out of my room and someone tried to kill 
me. How do you figure that?” Brian asked, rubbing at his 
temple. 


“Cub, you’re not thinking straight. Did you not hear me 
tell you Sir was coming to take you home with him?” 


“Shit, Jim, he’s going to hate me for causing him so much 
trouble.” 


“Cub, you’re more fucked up than | thought. Look, how do 
you feel about Bear Drummond?” Jim asked. 


“Bear Drummond ...what do you mean feel?” 


There it was, a sense of déja vu, Brian thought. | have had 
this conversation once already, but not with Jim. He looked 
at Jim with intense concentration trying to grab at that 
Snippet of memory. 


“Feel, Brian. You know what | mean. Feel, eyes across the 
room feel. Hot to trot, feel. You said you owed me, so it is 
payback time. Okay, so how do you feel about the Bear?” 


| have done this before. Brian snapped, “Okay, | think I’m 
in love with him, Jim. You are now paid in full. Did you have 
to do that, make me show my neck? | know I’m a twice 
damned fool, but I’d like to keep some pride, thank you very 
much.” 


“You are in love with the Bear.” Jim clicked his tongue. “He 
is gorgeous, but it’s pretty quick to feel love, eh, cub?” Jim 
put his fingers under his chin, cocked his head to the left, 
looked at Brian, and batted his eyelashes. 


Watching Jim play the queen, after seeing the competent 
combat medic, forced Brian into a reluctant smile, and he 
answered, not sure Jim would believe him. 


“Not if you are a be-damned O’Shea. | am an O'Shea on 
my mother’s side. The family legend is you will know your 
true love as soon as you lay eyes on them. | didn’t think | fit 
the mold, being gay. Yesterday, | laid eyes on Donald K. 
Drummond for the first time and the lockbox | thought held 
my heart opened up. I was lost. This doesn’t bode well for 
me. | am a pint-sized smart ass from the neighborhood, 
Smart enough to be good at crunching numbers and 
understanding computers when everyone needs a nerd. 
However, | am not a great show dog, Jim. | wear second- 
hand clothes and a band-aid on my glasses from the dollar 
store. My heart may be foolish, but my head’s on straight. 
I’m not worthy to lick Drummond’s shoe.” 


Jim, eyebrow up, flounced with a slight snippiness in his 
voice and muttered under his breath, “It might come to... 
Well, cub. You might find the rest of the day rather 


interesting. Seriously, don’t worry about a place to stay. Sir 
wants you at his place. If things don’t work out there, you 
can come and stay with Reed and me until you find 
something else. Okay?” 


“Why would you do this for me, Jim?” Brian asked. 


“Because you have an inbred core of goodness, cub...you 
do the right thing by everyone, even if you get hurt in the 
process. It’s a rare character trait, and it is going to make a 
friend of mine a very happy...Mast...eh man.” 


“You talk in riddles, man.” 


“No. The facts, man, just the facts,” Jim said with a 
Straight face. 


Jim’s parody of Dragnet with a flaming wiggle was so 
bizarre that Brian finally burst out laughing. The orderly 
came in to take Brian down for his second CT and Jim 
accompanied him. Brian felt like Jim was an old friend. The 
old friend thing was strange, but Brian didn’t question it. It 
felt right. 


SSS 


Jim and Brian returned from the CT only a half hour after 
they left the room. Jim thought there must not be much 
traffic in Radiology this time of day. Jim was in the midst of 
helping Brian out of the wheel chair and back into the bed 
when a thought began to buzz about his brain. 


Jim ordered the routine security check all potential 
members of /ndiscreet went through before admission. 
Brian’s sheet showed some rather interesting facts of which 


he was sure Bear was unaware. Jim decided to do a little 
digging of his own. 


“Are you sure you don’t want any of the pain meds Harris 
ordered? It must suck to be you right now. l'Il bet you are 
about nine on the pain scale.” 


“I’m okay.” Brian shrugged. 


“Look, cub. | did your background check for /ndiscreet. You 
were a sub at the Shore Clubs. Are you a pain slut?” 


“No,” he snapped back. “I can handle pain, but it wasn’t 
what | was looking to find.” Brian saw Jim wince. Brian 
backtracked. “Look, you’ve been kind. I’m sorry | snapped.” 


“I had a reason for my question, kid. Did you know Bear is 
a Master Dom? He is not just a Master for a specific sub, but 
a Master Dom, a Dom who teaches other men to be 
Dominants. He does not have a sub right now, and | think he 
wants you. He is not into excessive pain, but he demands 
obedience. He will not take just anyone. He wants an 
emotional connection with his submissive. | think you are 
searching for the same thing.” 


Brian leaned on Jim. He could barely stand, and it was not 
the pain. His mind was awash in regret. How could life be so 
cruel? Master Bear was everything he ever looked for in a 
lover. AS a Dom, he was the epitome of all of Brian’s 
dreams, yet, Brian couldn’t reach out for what he both 
needed and craved. Master Bear was a bridge too far to 
cross for Brian. He loved Bear. The O’Shea legacy had 
already awakened, sighted, aimed, fired, and shot Brian in 
the heart. 


However, there would always be the Sugar Daddy issue 
separating them. Brian needed too much and could not take 
it from Bear. If Bear ever doubted his devotion, or thought 
all he meant to Brian was his personal ATM, it would 
devastate him. 


Alan, his Dom for his first year of college, walked out at 
the end of the school year as if Brian was nothing. He was a 
senior and told Brian he was getting married in June. His 
offer to keep him on the side gave Brian a severe blow to his 
pride. Nevertheless, he knew he wasn’t in love. It had taken 
him a while to recover. Alan and he had shared a very 
intimate relationship. Brian could not comprehend how Alan 
could treat him as a used toy. He knew there would be no 
recovery if he ever let himself go to Bear. He let Jim help 
him back into bed. 


Jim continued. “I shouldn’t say anything, but | really do 
like you, cub. So I’m going to give you a leg up. He is hard. 
He’s been hurt. Whatever he asks, do it, without question 
and exactly as he asks. Moreover, never, ever lie. If you 
follow my advice, you'll be one happy cub.” 


God, how I want to believe | can make him happy. It 
wouldn’t matter about my poverty. | can’t let myself fall into 
that trap. Once he finds out how much baggage I bring, I am 
out with the trash. No one could love me enough to overlook 
the load | carry. Even if he takes it on now, he will resent it 
later. Even my father only loved me because he had a use 
for me. | was trained to take care of my mother. Wait... 
where did that come from? 


Brian picked up his head. While he had been lost in 
thought, Jim was on the phone. 


“It’s Reed. They are on their way upstairs from the 
discharge office and should be here in about fifteen 
minutes,” Jim said. 


SSS 


Bear’s phone rang. /t is only five a.m. Who’s calling me at 
this hour? Shit... Brian...Bear grabbed at the phone. 


The caller ID was backlit to reveal a familiar number. 
“Reed?” 


“Yeah, Jim Boy just called from the hospital. The kid’s 
awake, but remembers nothing after the beating last night. 
Jim called Dr. Harris, because he did not want to step on 
toes. Harris and Cisco need to speak to you. That is, if you 
still want the kid to come home with you.” 


“Why wouldn’t 1?” 


“Because maybe you thought it over and sensibly decided 
you might be moving too fast.” 


“Reed—” 


“Look, Bear, you have a chance to start over with the kid, 
without the drama. Take him home with you if you must, but 
slow it down. I’m coming to take you over to the hospital. 
We need to talk. The Mercedes is in the ER lot anyway. Be 
ready in twenty minutes.” 


§§§ 


Bear found himself opening the door of Reed’s Jag less 
than eight hours after he got out. Reed was on the phone 


with Joey, instructing him to make some calls to “family 
friends” and find out what the news was on the street about 
Bear and Brian Murphy. 


Bear threw the clothing they purchased last night into 
what passed for a back seat in the sports car. He slammed 
the back door a bit too hard, noting Reed’s wince. Bear got 
into the passenger seat without complaint, and Reed put the 
car in gear heading down Bear’s long driveway. Bear knew 
he was still too hyperactive to be safe in traffic, and 
wondered if he should have had Sal and Junior pick up the 
Mercedes. He changed his mind when he realized he wanted 
Brian alone for a while before they went home. 


Bear thought he knew all about rage. As a skinny kid who 
was “different” in Hamilton and Chambersburg, he took 
plenty of hard knocks until Cisco told him how to make it 
stop. 


Bear begged, borrowed, and stole to be able to attend the 
local karate school and came home and taught Reed 
everything he learned. There, Bear learned how to control 
his mind, how to channel rage into discipline. He learned his 
lessons well. He trained at a local beat up gym. A punch- 
drunk boxer felt sorry for the kid who kept coming around 
asking for instruction in self-defense. The owner of the 
karate school now had a studio on a prime piece of real 
estate. The boxer was a retired security guard with a full 
pension after working for Drummond for only a few years. 


While the Eastern disciplines were all about defense, 
boxing and the western arts of war were all about 
aggression. The combination of techniques made both Bear 
and Reed’s lives easier, a combination that had kept Bear in 
good stead since he was eleven. Why had the rage bubbled 


up and escaped its locked box? He had not felt rage when 
Antonio left him, only guilt after he died. 


He signed up for sessions with Janet Greely, a noted 
Psychologist in the gay community, to make sure his 
feelings were not blocked or repressed. 


Jim Boy had nagged and nattered until Bear threatened to 
throttle him. Jim’s pouting, “Please...” sent him to Janet in 
an act of self-preservation. Eventually, Janet and Bear had 
both come to the conclusion that Bear had no reaction, 
because he had no real feelings for Antonio. Antonio was as 
much Bear’s trophy, as Bear was Antonio’s Sugar Daddy. 
The only bruises he had from the relationship were from 
damage to his pride and a heavy burden of guilt for not 
protecting the boy from a predator. His trust issues came 
from a deeper and more complex source. 


He dealt with them by being the Dominant, the one in 
charge. The only relationship he had ever maintained 
without being the dominant partner was his friendship with 
Reed. With Janet’s help, Bear learned to deal with his 
dominant side. She told him he was not a deviant, just a gay 
man with certain sexual proclivities, tamer than many other 
men who played in the BDSM clubs. 


The motto for all BDSM games was safe, sane, and 
consensual, but that covered a lot of ground. Donald’s 
obedience fetish, coupled with some discipline and rare 
punishment, was more psychological than physical. The sub 
who responded to Donald’s needs would crave his attention 
and affection, thus Donald’s search for the perfect sub. The 
web meant to ensnare Donald had instead, harmed this 
good, sweet boy, his boy, and that he could not allow. 


They spent the first ten minutes in silence until they 
reached a point where the road led from Trenton to the 
Delaware and the older homes on the Jersey side of the 
canal. Reed pulled into a huge lot, which on weekends 
housed the local flea market and antique dealers. He shut 
off the engine. 


Bear sighed. “I could smell the wood burning your thick 
skull. What’s on your mind?” 


“Bear, I’ve known you since we were both snotty-faced 
kids running around the yard in Chambersburg. You have 
never given anything away, anything. | had to wait until | 
came home from college to find out my best friend was as 
gay as | was,” Reed said, shaking his head. 


“You don’t get it, do you? | am in love with this kid. | took 
one look and it hit me like a sledgehammer. The thing with 
Antonio did not break my heart, it pissed me off because | 
do not share my toys. Antonio was on his way out on his ass 
anyway. He knew it, so he booked for an older and surer 
thing. Yes, he bruised my ego because | didn’t get to kick his 
ass out first, but this, this is different, and it means 
something. | have fallen hard. | can’t afford to fuck up his 
life or mine by making a mistake.” Bear finished on a sigh. 
“You were right. | have to slow down.” 


“| don’t know about the love thing...” Reed said. “Jim Boy 
is probably the best thing I’ve ever had. | think I’m going to 
collar him, but love...the only one who ever came close Is...” 


“Do not even say his name,” Bear bellowed. 
“Well, Brother Bear, since you persist in messing with my 


business, shall | tell you how | messed in yours?” Reed said 
pointedly. 


“What?” Donald asked in a belligerent tone. 


“| had the Murphy kid checked out. We do a routine 
background screen on all potential members, but since the 
kid was yours, | instructed the agency to dig a lot deeper. | 
didn’t want another Antonio debacle.” 


“So now you’re my mother? Going slow does not mean 
not going at all. | want Brian, | am in love with him. | know 
I’m going to hear this no matter what, so tell me and get it 
over with, please.” 


“He’s in financial trouble, Bear. However, it is not of his 
making...his mom is sick.” 


Bear interrupted, “I know that already, Reed. | am not a 
complete fool.” 


“If | could finish, Bear...You do pay us to do these things 
for you, you know?” 


“For the business, Reed, not for my personal life—” 


“Bear,” Reed interrupted, “you were the one who 
instigated the investigations at the club.” 


“Continue...” 
“There are some other things | think you need to know, 
principally because you don’t like surprises. You are not the 


most trusting man in the state,” Reed smiled wryly. 


“Reed...” Bear’s voice raised an octave. 


“Brian subbed for a roommate during his freshman year at 
Monmouth. The roommate dumped him to go home and get 
married.” 


“It means he has experience,” Bear replied. “I figured it 
out watching his body language. Damn it, get to the fucking 
point. My boy is hurt and waiting for me! | have about run 
out of patience,” Bear roared. 


“Bear, you have no patience, you never have.” Reed 
chuckled and Bear realized he had to back off and actually 
listen before Reed would take him to Brian. 


“This kid is not a stranger to submission. | want you to 
know up front. He temped as a house sub in the Jersey 
Shore clubs. They called him the ‘Ice Man.’ The kid 
absolutely refused to be touched sexually either in or out of 
a scene. He did his job with the Dom, no more. What is 
worse is it became a contest. The big guns and the posers 
all wanted to be the one who finally broke him to their yoke 
and brought the ‘Ice Man’ off. None of them, no matter how 
difficult the session, were ever able to do it. He always took 
care of himself, after. The only person he allowed to touch 
him outside of the public arena was a club medic and only if 
he was severely tired and needed a great deal of medical 
aftercare.” 


“Why?” Bear asked in a hushed voice. 


Reed replied, “I can only say what was repeated to me by 
my sources at the Shore clubs and the few subs | keep in 
contact with who do the Shore in the summer. He boarded 
at school and his roommate, as | said, became his first Dom. 
He was a senior by the name of Alan something. Alan had 
the rep of a poser at the clubs. He claimed to be a 
Dominant, but stuck his nose up at the ‘paltry offerings,’ 


direct quote, by the way, which graced the BDSM club scene 
at the Shore. He hailed from the city and frequented the 
Shore scene with his nose up in the air with constant 
comparisons to New York. | would throw such trash out the 
door, but at the Shore, they can’t afford to ditch any paying 
customer. In the winter their bread and butter comes from 
the locals and the colleges.” 


“Get to the point. What does this have to do with Brian?” 


Reed continued, “Alan began to show up at the clubs with 
Brian. It didn’t take long for the genuine Masters in the joint 
to recognize the real deal. They all wanted him, but he was 
completely loyal to the asshole. This goes on from about 
August until May...” 


“Reed, get to the fucking point.” 


“In May, the kid shows up sans Alan. Alan, the ass wipe, 
went back to Long Island to marry his rich bitch sweetheart, 
giving Brian an offer to keep him on the side. | don’t believe 
the kid was in love with the jerk, but he was hurt. Buzz from 
Asbury said Brian vowed to one of the other subs, he would 
never again allow another Dom to use him in a sexual 
manner unless the man could also hold his heart.” 


Bear peered at Reed and said, “Are you trying to tell me 
he’s a pain slut? If that is what you’re trying to tell me, | 
know he isn’t. So, if you are telling me this because—” 


Reed interrupted, “Because sometimes you are an ass 
wipe. | don’t want you to hold what he did against him. Buzz 
said the kid skipped quite a few meals to pay his tuition. I'd 
say he looks like he’s still Skipping them and that brings up 
the other issue—” 


“Okay, Reed, l'Il bite. What other issue?” 
“You knew he was in financial trouble, but—” 


Bear interrupted, “You are beginning to repeat yourself, 
Reed.” 


“If | could finish, you have no idea how deep in debt he 
was. The Aunt, one Mary Murphy, his father’s sister, is 
bleeding him dry to care for his mother, Irene. The mother’s 
ticker is weak, and she is between not sick enough and 
dying. She had medical bills and was out of work. She kept it 
from the kid while he was still in school, then he got it 
dumped all over his head soon after he graduated. It is 
probably one of the only reasons you got him, liberal 
medical insurance. He is a geek, a fucking genius. The P. I. 
looked at school records and found recruitment offers from 
big names in Silicon Valley, Pharmaceuticals in Northern 
New Jersey, IBM in Austin, and Intel in Albuquerque to name 
a few,” Reed said. 


“Not only that, he had offers of a free ride at Harvard, 
Princeton, and Yale, but from what Buzz said, the mother 
wanted him close by.” 


“So | owe his mother...the bitch,” Bear answered as he 
tented his fingers in thought. “Without her, Drummond 
would have never seen his like. Are you done yet, Reed?” 


“There are a few other things. The kid, according to Buzz, 
had more than his fair share of pride. He never accepted a 
handout. Never took a customer up on an offer to meet him 
in the back. Even when Buzz knew the kid was hungry, 
because he watched him eat a mayonnaise sandwich before 
a scene! He did an intense scene with nothing but a mayo 


Sandwich in his belly. They all knew he was hurting for 
dough. 


“Buzz said every Leather Daddy on the Shore wanted a 
piece of him. They offered him large sums of money, yet he 
refused to sign any of the contracts offered, not even short- 
term exclusives. He told Buzz he had money troubles, but 
he had to take care of them himself. He wanted his Dom to 
know he was there only for him and not for his cash. This kid 
is the last honest man. Don’t fuck it up.” With that, Reed put 
the Jag into gear and pulled back out onto Route 29. 


Bear sat quietly contemplating all Reed had told him, 
digesting what it all meant. He was in somewhat of a fog 
when he heard Reed say his name. 


Bear laughed aloud. “I am glad you have no objections. It 
wouldn’t matter if you did.” 


“Bear,” Reed said with exaggerated patience, “once you 
get going, you are about as subtle as a Mack Truck. All | 
intended to do was give you a heads up. | never intended to 
try and stop you. So, how long has this incident with the 
Lady Estelle set back your plans of storming the kid’s 
citadel?” 


“If she had not hurt my boy, | might even thank her. Make 
no mistake, Reed. This boy is mine, forever mine, and | will 
move both heaven and earth to keep him. So, what do | 
have to do for you to get Jim Boy to befriend my boy and 
give him a little push my way?” 


Reed began to laugh so hard he almost had to stop the 
Jag. “My friend, you have got it bad, and I’m glad to see it. 
Jim Boy already likes the kid’s style. He was the one who got 
the info. He likes you, too, although, for the life of me, | 


don’t know why. | suspect he is already promoting your 
cause. He asked permission to speak to you before you take 
Brian home.” 


“Do you have any idea why?” Bear asked. 


“He said he was on the net while Brian slept, and that 
there are some things you need to know,” Reed answered 
easily. 


“Could it be anything you have not already told me, 
Reed?” 


“It’s possible. Jim Boy gave me the initial report. | would 
presume he now has more information. | know Jim. He 
wouldn’t have asked unless it was important,” Reed 
answered. 


“Can this thing move any faster?” Bear mumbled. 
“Hospital, now, Reed.” 


“You are an evil bastard, Bear.” Reed put the car back into 
gear and sped down Route 29. 


CHAPTER EIGHT 
“Permission to speak freely, Sir,” Jim asked. 
“Yes, go ahead, Jim. He told you something, | presume.” 
“He’s afraid.” 
“Of what? Me?” roared Bear. 


“As if anyone would be afraid of little ole you, get serious 
man. Jim is on to something here. | can always tell,” Reed 
said. 


Jim blushed and bowed his head. “Thank you, Master. May 
| continue, Sir?” 


“Go ahead, Jim Boy,” Bear said with a terse nod of his 
head. 


“Brian has been carrying heavy burdens for far too long. 
His first homosexual experience made him feel unworthy 
and unlovable. His mother heaped everything to do with her 
illness onto his shoulders as soon as he graduated and 
came home from school. 


“Until the day he saw her, he had no indication of what he 
faced. Brian assumed she had at least taken the preliminary 
steps to get Social Security and Disability along with 
Medicare when she first fell ill. Especially since he sent her 
the name and address of a pre-paid consultant to help her 
through the process, so he would be able to take his finals 
and graduate. She never made the call. When the 
consultant phoned her, she made appointments only to 


ignore them. She let everything just fall apart and waited for 
Brian to put it back together.” Jim started waving his hands 
around as he spoke. 


“The Aunt is as crooked as the Jersey Mob and would like 
to keep Brian between a rock and a hard place for as long as 
She can. She gets his money and is on the first bus to 
Atlantic City. She leaves his mother with a half-drunk 
neighbor. The cub does not know this because | just got 
texted the information myself. | asked the P. I. to probe a 
little deeper in light of what happened. | hope | didn’t 
overstep my bounds, Sirs.” 


“No, Jim, you didn’t. You did exactly what was necessary 
to keep the boy safe,” Reed said. 


“Thank you, Master. Master Bear, | hope | didn’t offend.” 
“No, Jim Boy, not at all. Have you any more information?” 


“He thinks he needs to do all of this alone. He believes if 
he accepts help—even from people who love him—they will 
throw it back in his face later, believing all he ever wanted 
was his lover’s money. He is aware of what Antonio did to 
Bear. He is terrified Master Bear will see him as the same 
type of money hungry twink. Brian loves Master Bear.” 


“How can he know so soon, Jim?” Reed asked. Jim began 
to pace the hallway. 


“It’s something Master Bear might understand. Brian is a 
Celt, Irish descent, not Scottish. Some of the same abilities 
run through the entire gene pool, which encompasses 
Ireland, the Isles, Scotland, and Brittany. One inherited trait 
is something called ‘the sight.’ It runs stronger in some 
families than others. | ran across a lot of it in the army. 


Some people were just plain lucky and always seemed to be 
out of the way when all hell broke loose. | just learned if | 
wanted to stay alive, | would bunk with them. It saved my 
ass more times than I care to count.” 


Both Bear and Reed began to laugh. 


“Okay, | walked right in to that one.” He wiggled his butt 
at them. “Master Reed, | would be happy to take strokes for 
that later.” Jim followed his comment with several overt 
battings of long black eyelashes encasing fine brown eyes. 
“But I’m dead serious here. Brian’s mother is descended 
from the O’Shea clan from County Limerick in Ireland. They 
were a small clan, but important for the number of clan 
members who served as senior advisors to Irish Chieftains, 
Princes, and High Kings. Every one of them had ‘the sight’ to 
some degree. It was rumored Arthur’s Merlin had an O’Shea 
in his family tree.” 


“Jim, be still. When did you have the time to research this 
stuff?” Reed asked. “I’m flabbergasted at the depth of 
knowledge you acquired overnight.” 


“There isn’t much to do in a hospital room, Master. | got 
lucky. They had Wi-Fi, so | went online for a bit and found 
some interesting stuff. Brian told me last night his branch of 
the O’Shea Family recognized the love of their life at first 
sight. The O’Shea’s are a small clan. One of the reasons for 
that is the sight. They call it The Hammer. After laying eyes 
on the person who was the ‘one’, no one else would ever 
satisfy. Brian took one look at Bear and knew he met his 
match. It was a shock, he thought, given his proclivity for his 
own sex, that the O’Shea Hammer would not fall on his 
head. But it did, yesterday in Bear’s office. 


“He spent most of the night trying to determine the most 
ethical and moral way out of his dilemma. On one hand, he 
wanted to lick your boots and beg you to fuck his virgin ass, 
yes, it is virgin, the roommate did not do asses, thought it 
was too gay. On the other hand, he felt he had to run like 
hell because he couldn’t stand being near Bear without ever 
giving him the kind of service he knew he was born to 
provide.” 


“Did he sleep at all?” Bear asked. 


“He dozed on and off while | was on the net,” Jim 
answered. “Brian thinks there is no moral way for him to be 
with you. As a man, he feels responsible for his affairs. If he 
lets someone else wave a wand and provide him with 
everything he ever dreamed without being able to meet him 
on at least a stable financial footing—Brian’s idea of equal 
ground—is his worst nightmare. | learned all this as he 
sobbed his heart out.” 


Jim Boy finished and assumed an at rest position. Eyes 
down, feet spread so all of his genitals were available for his 
Master’s pleasure. 


“Stand down, Jim. You did well,” Reed said as he pet Jim’s 
neck. 


“Jesus, Mary and Joseph, the kid is a true submissive, the 
genuine article. Who tried to fuck up his head with a 
wagonload of guilt? He seems to cart it around as if it was a 
Celtic cross.” Bear fumed. 

Jim turned to Reed. “Permission to speak, Sir.” 


“Answer Bear, Jim,” Reed said. 


“Thank you, Master. | couldn’t really say. My best guess 
would be the mother. After the father died, when she was 
not beating the shit out of him, sorry Sirs, she leaned on him 
completely, never let him be a kid. The marriage was a May- 
December affair. The dad had a heart attack playing with 
the boy in the yard. | think the mother might have struck 
that note in an endless symphony. A person can be 
indoctrinated to believe anything if it is repeated often 
enough. Irene leaned on her husband, and losing him was 
the worst thing she could imagine. Since Irene could not 
conceive of anything she had done to bring about her 
husband’s heart attack, it had to be Brian. Brian became 
guilty by default and spent the rest of his childhood making 
up for killing his father.” 


Bear bellowed, “She made a six-year-old believe he killed 
his dad?” 


“Since the Aunt, Mary, was dad’s sister, she also had to 
find someone to blame, and again it became Brian, because 
by then Irene was living in a fugue state. Irish men tend to 
marry late. Until they married, they lead rather colorful 
lives. In the old country, life centered on the local pub where 
they drank, brawled, and avoided the women. They usually 
began to think of marriage around the time their own 
mother began to push them to procreate, usually at around 
forty. 


“In the case of Brian’s father, the mother was deceased 
and Aunt Mary lived with her brother. She was in no hurry to 
give up her position in her brother’s house. Perhaps if he let 
his sister stay, things might have taken a different turn. 
Irene was and is a weak woman. Mary, on the other hand, is 
a strong woman who feels she was wronged by Irene and 
even more so by the birth of her brother’s son. Once Brian 


entered the picture, | imagine Mary knew her brother would 
never leave Irene despite all of her faults.” 


Jim Boy finished with, “Brian has the home front 
equivalent of Post Traumatic Stress Syndrome, coupled with 
the deep-seated belief he does not deserve happiness 
because he was responsible for his father’s death. It will be 
difficult, if not impossible, to deprogram Brian without 
destroying the beautiful submissive personality living 
beneath all this shit. Now, with the beating and the charges 
about to be brought against Zeke Robbins and the Mueller 
woman, he feels he brought complete disaster to your 
door.” 


“Then it is my job to rid him of that notion as quickly as | 
can. | am going in that room now. | have far exceeded my 
store of patience,” Bear grumbled. 


“Store, what store? You don’t have any patience without 
going out and buying it,” Reed joked. 


“Shut up. Go home and spank Jim. Be useful for a 
change.” 


“I'd really like that, Master,” Jim said, giving Reed a wink 
and a wiggle. Now that the serious work was finished, Jim 
turned into the familiar pouf who fluttered, but ran the 
backside of /ndiscreet with an iron hand encased in a velvet 
glove. 


“We'll hang around until you are ready to go, Bear, if you 
don’t mind. The kid might feel more comfortable with Jim 
around,” Reed said. 


“Yes, Master,” Jim answered, with a less enthusiastic 
wiggle. 


“lII see to that later,” Reed stated sternly. 


SSS 


Does everyone in the world want to keep us from being 
alone? Bear thought in exasperation as he listened to Cisco 
drone on. 


“Come on, Cisco, put away the Dr. God persona and tell 
me what I need to know. Brian needs some rest and it sure 
doesn’t look as if he is getting any here.” 


“Is this arrangement satisfactory to you, Mr. Murphy? | can 
vouch for Bear Drummond.” Cisco smiled wryly at Bear. 


“You rat-bastard, you better vouch for me. | put my head 
in a noose for you when | made you head of this joint,” 
bellowed Bear. 


“And | made you look like a genius,” the doctor answered 
back with a smirk. 


Bear realized the by-play was to put Brian at ease. After a 
few minutes of listening to them insult each other, Brian let 
loose a small but audible laugh. 


“| knew there was a human under the sheet,” Cisco shot. 
“Are you always so quiet, Mr. Murphy, or does this giant 
excuse for a St. Bernard scare you? He’s really just an 
oversized sappy spaniel, so not to worry.” 


Brian nodded. “It’s all right, Dr. de Loria, but l'Il have to 
start searching for my own place tomorrow.” 


“Let’s talk about it when you feel better, okay?” Bear 
backpedalled. 


“I’m sorry to have caused you such a problem, Mr. 
Drummond,” Brian said as he bowed his head. 


“Brian,” Bear whispered as he bent down and kissed his 
forehead, “you will never be a problem or a burden to me.” 


§§§ 


With Bear’s determined assistance, Brian was dressed in 
his new straight-legged jeans with a vintage wide stripped 
polo, leather sneakers, and a hoodie to ward off the morning 
chill. Before he had a chance to protest the cost, Bear had 
him out the door and down to the lobby where the Mercedes 
was parked in a reserved space at the front entrance. 


Bear strapped him in a seat belt and gave him a quick kiss 
that left Brian’s head spinning. When he recovered from the 
delicious sexual heat it produced, Brian found himself 
seated in the SUV on his way out of Trenton proper and 
cruising up alongside the Delaware to Bear’s home. Bear 
had grabbed his hand and had not let go since they pulled 
out of the parking lot. Brian couldn’t bring himself to pull 
away, because the large hand covering his was comforting. 
He convinced himself that taking this small indulgence 
would not bend his resolve to spare Bear his troubles. 


About twenty minutes later, they pulled into a long 
driveway lined with birch trees. At the end of the drive, 
Brian saw an enormous yellow Victorian house with a 
traditional gray wraparound porch. The trim stood out in 
contrast in a Hunter green. The porch overflowed with 
greenery. Baskets of begonias hung from the ceiling on oval- 


Shaped nooks. Lushly padded natural wicker lounges and 
settees were set up in conversational groupings with sliding 
swings. It was an idyllic setting right out of a book depicting 
a summer in the country. The house sat on an incline above 
the lazy Delaware River, which could be seen over the two 
lanes of Route 29 through the trees. 


The green double doors had etched glass panels, three to 
a section. The doors boasted twin wreaths, redolent of dried 
flowers and herbs. Bear parked the SUV and put his hand on 
Brian’s arm, and all Brian could do was stare. Prince Studly 
Charming lived in the castle of his dreams. He had to shake 
his head to bring his attention back to the reality of his real 
position in life. Brian sat in the passenger seat numb with 
grief. 


It all hit him again. His obligation to his mother, his own 
dreams crumbling before he could reach out for a crumb 
from the table, job loss, pain...He tried to get out of the car, 
but his feet collapsed under him. He passed out. 


SSS 


Bear was looking out the windshield with eager 
anticipation. He wanted to see Brian in his home, 
surrounded by his things. He hopped out of the car and 
went to the passenger side to help Brian. As he turned 
around the front end of the SUV, he watched as Brian fell to 
the pavement. 


“Jesus Christ,” he shouted. He picked up Brian’s body and 
checked his breathing. Once satisfied that the air passages 
were open, he took off to the porch at a dead run. He heard 
Jim and Reed behind him. They had stopped at the hospital 
pharmacy to pick up Brian’s prescriptions. Jim took Brian 


from him and set him down on a long settee with Bear 
cradling his head. 


Bear heard Jim call out to Reed to dial Harris who Cisco 
said was on call. He came back with Maria and a cold cloth. 
Reed was on the phone. Bear sat still, feeling very helpless 
for the first time since his karate lessons years ago. Jim 
knelt beside the settee and began to bathe Brian’s face. 
Reed shoved the phone into his hand. 


“Drummond,” Bear said, not too sure who was on the 
other end. 


“Mr. Drummond, Dr. Harris here. Put Jim on the line.” Bear 
silently handed the phone to Jim. 


“His vitals are fine, his breathing is unobstructed,” Jim 
said. He listened a few moments, and then handed the 
phone back to Bear. 


“Mr. Drummond, | don’t feel it necessary for Brian to 
return. He is malnourished, weak from yesterday’s incident, 
and conflicted over the course events have taken. Make 
sure he has a light meal now and something more 
substantial later.” 


Brian began to moan. 


“That must be him waking,” Harris continued. “He is going 
to feel disoriented, and may experience a few more 
flashbacks. His mind needs time to process what he found 
out last night before it permits him to remember the whole. 
He suffered a severe mental blow as well as the physical 
beating. He is going to need continuing therapy in order to 
be able to deal with his mother. Dr. de Loria indicated you 
might need a personal physician on the property. My 


training is finished this week. I’d like to continue to care for 
Brian, if you could see your way clear to hiring me.” 


“You're hired. Will he be all right?” 


“Once he gets some food and rest, he should be fine. Deal 
with any flashbacks as you would with a nightmare. Provide 
comfort and let him talk if he wishes. l'Il come out tomorrow 
to check him again.” 


“Could you come by in the evening? | think we need to 
talk to you about what to do about his mother’s care,” Bear 
answered. 


“I can be there by seven, and if you need me sooner, the 
hospital always has my location.” 


“Done,” Bear said and closed the phone. 


Bear turned back to Brian and Jim. He felt very uneasy 
watching Jim cradle Brian’s head. He knew Jim Boy only 
offered him comfort at Bear’s request. Yet, the sight was 
more than he could stand. He felt Reed’s presence behind 
him. Sometimes he thought his friend could read his mind. 


“Jim Boy, let’s go. Our job here is done for today.” 


“Thank you for all you have done,” Bear said. He turned 
his attention back to the lounge and prepared to bring Brian 
into the house as Reed and Jim pulled away. 


Brian opened his eyes and blinked. Maria had set up a 
chaise in his library/study off the entry. Bear set him down 
and propped him up with pillows until he felt Brian was 
comfortable. 


“Baby, did you take your pills?” he asked. 


“No, Sir. They make me fuzzy. Can’t be fuzzy, have to 
focus,” Brian replied. 


“You are safe here. There is a security team on the 
property. You can just rest awhile and Mrs. Santore will have 
some soup and a sandwich for you,” Bear stated. 


Maria Santore stood behind Donald, a glass of water at 
the ready. Behind her stood Sal and Sal Jr. 


“Brian, take these and stay on this chaise. This is Mrs. 
Santore, behind her are her husband Salvatore and | believe 
you met Sal Jr. yesterday. Maria will get you anything you 
need.” The cub obediently palmed the pills and swallowed 
them with a gulp of the water. 


“Thank you, Mrs. Santore. I’m sorry to make more work for 
you.” 


Bear covered him with a light afghan and with one look, 
emptied the room of all but Maria. 


“Maria, you call me if he wakes up. | have some phone 
calls to make.” 


“Yes, Donald. It is not only the beating this poor baby took 
making him ill, he needs nourishment. His face is ashen, his 
ribs are sticking out, and he can barely stand. Sal, send one 
of the boys to the kitchen. | made cookies. Tell them to bring 
them, along with some cold milk and the sandwiches. Go 
about your business, Donald. | know what he needs.” 


Bear bent down and caressed Brian’s cheek before kissing 
him on the forehead. He moved out of the room in silence, 


his eyes asking Maria to wait outside. Maria read Bear very 
well. She was waiting in the hall when he came out. 


“We have to do everything possible to let him know he is 
welcome and wanted in this house, Mama Maria. He has had 
a very hard time.” 


“Hah! You think because | am old, | do not have eyes! That 
poor boy needs a few years of coddling before he could 
possibly be healthy.” 


“That is just what | intend to do, Maria. Exactly what | 
intend to do.” 


SSS 


Brian obediently ate the sandwiches, cookies and drank 
the milk. After, his mind floated in half dream state lingering 
at the edge of awareness. Though his thoughts were cloudy, 
his emotions were clear. He heard the rumble of Bear's 
voice, even in an attempted whisper, his great voice carried. 
Brian could ignore his body’s aches and pains. He centered 
his spirit and eased twin distractions into a familiar room in 
his mind. Brian was an expert at excising unwanted 
distraction at a thought. No one, not even Brian, realized he 
had fine-tuned his natural mental abilities to a near-perfect 
pitch. 


Brian spent his life hiding his talents under the guise of 
nerdy glasses, pocket protectors, and clumsiness. Hiding 
who and what he was had become so ingrained in Brian’s 
psyche, he was in danger of forfeiting himself to the mask 
he wore. Until yesterday in Bear’s office, Brian eschewed 
strong emotions by mentally encasing them in ice and 


placing the package in a compartment in a freezer he 
installed in his mind. 


Yesterday, when he met Donald “the Bear” Drummond, 
his ungovernable emotions chiseled through their ice casing 
and left him defenseless against Bear’s onslaught. His hard- 
won independence as a man able to care for himself and his 
own was threatened, as was his honor and pride. However, 
all those considerations flew into the wind with the stroke of 
Bear’s finger on his cheek. Today, Brian had cried, sobbing 
without control to Jim. For the first time since he owned the 
avalanche of anxiety that was Irene, he had allowed himself 
to feel resentment, anger, loss. 


The love of a man for his life mate, the O’Shea hammer 
had hit his brain and heart, releasing every unexamined 
hurt, every careless or deliberate cruelty and more, his own 
resentment of his mother’s abdication of parental duty at 
his father’s death. These painful truths were the core of his 
refusal to contemplate a life he could share, in love’s light 
with Bear. Brian felt ugly inside, unworthy and unwanted. He 
could not handle having his ass tossed out with the trash 
one more time. 


Brian discussed the issue with Jim, rationally. However 
strong his attraction—all right, love—was for Donald Bear 
Drummond, the real world would soon intrude. It would take 
his lover away, leaving Brian alone, in pain, and unable to 
Shoulder his responsibility to Irene. He could not do it. He 
was his father’s son. 


It would not be long before Donald discovered Brian was 
not worth the trouble with his mother and Aunt Mary and 
now Ms. James and Zeke. Everyone left Brian. His dad had 
died and his mother didn’t think he was worth keeping 


herself together enough to raise her own son. Therefore, he 
did it himself. 


There was a friend in high school, a girl. They had been 
friends since kindergarten. One evening, he needed to say it 
aloud. Admit who and what he was to someone. He called 
Alicia, said he wanted to talk. She met him in the park. He 
sat beside her, eyes cast down, and bared his soul to his 
best friend. 


Alicia had laughed and said, “Oh, I’ve always known you 
were a queen, Brian. You’ve been a great friend, even if you 
are perverted. It’s been fun. Now | know for sure, l'Il be sent 
Straight to hell if | continue to hang out. So don’t call or 
anything, or l'Il have to tell the pastor, and he'll out you to 
everyone.” 


Brian sat, tears rolling down his cheeks. He did not even 
look up to watch her walk away. In college, he had thought 
Alan was his friend. He knew they did not love one another, 
but Brian believed they had a solid friendship. That was until 
the day before Alan left to go home. They were at the club 
and Alan had used his body for a heavy workout. He waited 
for Alan to come and perform the usual aftercare. He waited 
quite a while. He heard Alan’s voice in a whisper to Buzz, 
the club owner. 


Alan said, “You might want to steer him to one of the old 
guys. | see the way they eye him up. You'll get a large fee 
for setting up a contract, and you could give me a cut for 
training him so well.” 


He didn’t stick around for Buzz’s answer. Brian got up, 
took care of himself the best he could, and left the club. 
Since Alan had to leave in the morning, all he had to do was 
stay the night on the beach. It was cold and he hurt like hell. 


Never would he let Alan know he cried all night alone. In the 
end, Brian found himself kicked to the curb like an unwanted 
cur again. During the cold night, he swore to himself it 
would never happen again. He kept his word. 


The next morning, he went to Buzz and dictated his terms. 
Buzz assured him he didn’t deal in enforced contracts, but 
Brian asked Buzz to put his terms in writing. He told him 
that should any customer attempt to breach his rules, Brian 
would walk. Buzz knew Brian was a potential goldmine as a 
sub for hire. Therefore, Buzz had the contract drawn up for a 
term of three years with Brian determining his schedule to 
be compatible with his classes. Buzz also reserved the right 
to lend Brian to other clubs, a clause to which Brian 
acquiesced, as long as the letter and spirit of the original 
contract with Buzz was preserved. That was how Brian 
became the “Ice Man of the Shore.” 


He fought through the fog. Brian could handle severe 
physical pain, almost to the point of self-destruction. He 
didn’t seek it as would a true pain slut, but if it came his 
way, he squared his shoulders and bore it until it passed. It 
always passed. If it didn’t, his body would pass on, and it 
wouldn’t matter. To Brian, the emotional battery assailing 
him rendered him helpless...from his mother, to his aunt, 
and his economic situation. These were bad enough, but 
finding Bear amidst the turmoil was more than Brian could 
handle, because he couldn’t run away. He knew Bear 
Drummond would own his heart for the rest of his life and 
that scared the shit out of him. His responsibilities 
prevented him from running as fast and as far from Bear 
Drummond as he could. He knew from now on, there would 
be no life without Bear. Bear would shatter his heart and 
leave him an empty husk. 


Despite the risk, Brian already knew that if he gave Bear 
free rein, he would regret it. He would end up in the trash 
can again. In his drugged state, that thought woke Brian’s 
flight response, and he tried to move his body off the 
chaise. He managed to swing one leg to the ground before 
the full effect of the Percocet that Cisco prescribed took 
effect. He passed out completely into a heavily drugged 
Sleep. 


Sometime later, he felt someone staring at him. Brian 
kept his eyes shut. He was uncomfortable and more to the 
point, anxious. There was a conversation headed his way, a 
conversation he didn’t want to have. It was bound to make 
him more nervous than he was already. When he was 
nervous, he babbled. The duality of his desires still 
tormented him. On one hand, he wanted Bear to care for 
him, maybe eventually to love him the way he loved Bear, 
which didn’t happen to idiots who babbled or to men who 
could not take care of their own. He wanted to reach for the 
ring, but he was afraid. He thought of Jim’s parting in his ear 
this morning, “Whatever you do, don’t lie to him.” 


“Jesus, Mary and Joseph,” Brian thought. “/ can’t play 
possum. It would be perpetuating a lie. By my own action, | 
would tell Bear | was sleeping when I wasn’t.” Brian opened 
his eyes. Babbling or not, he would not lie to Bear. 


He heard the slight hesitation of the slide, followed by 
heavy steps. He tried to sit up in the chaise and found he 
ached all over. It had been a long time since he had taken 
such a beating. He gritted his teeth and swung his other leg 
to the floor, suppressing a grunt or two. 


He looked up to find Bear standing over him, face and 
eyes radiating fury. Puzzled by the fury in Bear’s face and in 
more pain than he would like, Brian’s first response was a 


rather curt, “What the heck did | do to make you so angry, 
Mr. Drummond?” 


“It’s Sir to you until we get a few things straight. As to 
what you did, | put you on this chaise to wait for me, am | 
correct?” 


“Yes, Sir,” Brian answered as the light dawned in his fuzzy 
head. He shot his eyes down to the floor and did not look up 
as Sir continued. 


“| gave you your medication and told you to stay put, and 
to call Maria if necessary.” 


“Yes, Sir.” 


“Didn’t | tell you not to leave the chaise until given 
permission? Why then, did you choose to get up?” Bear 
looked over Brian’s face. The boy looked indecisive. He was 
going to run if Bear did not take immediate possession. 


Brian panicked. He was drugged. He rarely drank and 
never took drugs of any kind. They made him babble and he 
was unable to guard his tongue. He decided to go on the 
offense to protect his vulnerability. 


“Mr. Drummond, | want to thank you for letting me stay 
here tonight, but tomorrow, | need to look for a place to 
live.” 


The prod made Bear growl. “What, another flophouse in 
Clinton? | pay pretty well. Why were you living in what 
looked like a crack house in the worst section of Trenton?” 
Bear sounded accusatory. Brian bristled. 


“I’m not irresponsible, Mr. Drummond, and you pay more 
than a living wage. I’m just paying off some medical bills of 
Mom’s and paying Aunt Mary for taking care of her, so 
things are a bit tight.” 


Yeah, the kid was defensive, and for no good reason. From 
what Donald had seen, things were not just tight, they were 
strangling the life out of the boy. The boy was holding it 
together when others would have given up, chucked Mom 
over to Social Services, and gone on with their life. He knew 
he needed to tread lightly here, but he was determined this 
was the best course of action. 


“Brian, one of the reasons | was getting an assistant was | 
wanted to spend less time in the office, and hand more of 
the day-to-day stuff over to my senior management. Since 
you don’t have a lease to worry about and don’t own 
property, it would further my goals to have you at the house 
twenty-four-seven. You don’t have to make your mind up 
right away, but since you need a place to stay, you could try 
it. Of course, | would compensate you for giving up your free 
time, and assign you the use of a company car. However, | 
have to be honest here, boy. If you accept, | would have to 
know your whereabouts at all times. | am an arrogant and 
demanding son of a bitch and I’m not going to change any 
time soon.” 


“Would | be able to go to see my mother on Sunday 
afternoons, Sir?” Brian asked in a tentative voice. 


“Just what is the situation with your mother, kid? Tell me 
Straight. | can’t abide doublespeak.” 


“She has a bad heart. Not bad enough to put her on a 
transplant list, but she is not able to work, clean, cook, or 
care for herself. She can’t do stairs and pretty much, needs 


someone to check on her, help her to dress, and give her 
the meds.” 


“You found someone to care for her?” Donald asked. 


“Yes and no. | have been paying my Aunt Mary for her 
care, but Mom is not happy and Mary doesn’t treat her right. 
| want to get Mom into an assisted living facility. There she 
would have people to care for her and socialization, but also 
a measure of privacy.” 


“What’s stopping you?” Donald asked. 


“| need to, uh...we had some financial reverses and | had 
to pay her bills before someplace decent would accept her.” 


“Look, Brian, we need to talk,” Bear announced. “lIl take 
you up to your room, where you'll be more comfortable.” 


Bear lifted Brian off the chaise with a gentle touch that 
belied his strength. He carried him up the stairs. 


“I can walk, Mr. Drummond, but I’d really appreciate a 
newspaper, so | can begin to look for a place to live 
tomorrow,” Brian murmured. 


“ld rather carry you, boy. As far as a new place is 
concerned, cool your jets. | said we were going to talk.” 


“Yes, Sir,” Brian responded almost on autopilot. 


CHAPTER NINE 


They went up the curved staircase to the second floor. 
Brian saw that there were three wings to the house, added 
on over the years. The first two ran to either side of the 
curved steps. The third ran perpendicular to the steps 
forming a T layout. Bear said, “The right wing is the master 
wing and no one has ever occupied that side of the house 
but me. Even Antonio had roomed in the back guest wing. 
However, | need you close, Baby.” 


The words heartened Brian even as they chipped away at 
his resolve not to involve Bear any further in his troubles. 
Bear turned right and moved all the way down the hall to 
one of two doors at the end of the corridor. The first looked 
to Brian to be the entrance to the Master’s suite. The 
second door was the entrance to the adjoining suite. The 
two suites shared a bath and a sitting room. Brian’s mind 
roiled with the implications of his location. He settled into a 
fan chair, which sat in front of a green marble fascia 
covering a hand-bricked firebox. 


His face crinkled with frustration. Brian opened his mouth 
as if to speak, but Bear put one of his fingers on Brian’s lips 
indicating he desired silence. 


“First, let me have my say. After, | promise | will listen to 
you,” Bear said. “Let me assure you, Brian, | am well aware | 
thrust you into these untenable circumstances. | arranged 
for your membership at /ndiscreet without consulting you 
first. It was a serious blunder. What we didn’t discuss at 
lunch was the conditions of employment. | thought | could 
ease you into it, but due to my own stupidity, | must play 
my hand before | intended.” 


Brian looked at Bear. 


| know what | want to hear, but | can’t let myself hope. | 
feel like a flower to his sun. 


Brian shook his head. 


| have to clear my head before | make an ass out of 
myself. Damn, | have to let him know how | feel. If | don’t do 
it now, I never will. 


Brian folded his hands in his lap, left his knees apart. He 
flowed naturally into a sub’s stance, whether kneeling, 
sitting, or standing. Brian was well trained, possessed a 
strong will, and had the flexibility required to maintain a 
disciplined posture. As his eyes met Bear’s, he could feel 
that Bear noticed his pose. 


“As | said, | need a twenty-four-seven assistant. In my 
business, I’m on call at any hour of the day or night. | need 
someone who can handle whatever | throw at them 
whenever it arrives. | think you could be that person, Brian. 
Would you be willing to give it a try?” 


Just as | thought, | am a flaming fool. 


Brian looked up into Bear Drummond's eyes and it did 
nothing to calm his raging hard on. He was afraid in about 
five seconds flat, he would throw himself at Donald K. 
Drummond’s well-shod feet and beg to be fucked senseless. 
As desperate as he was to run headlong into his Master’s 
arms, Brian knew he couldn’t. Circumstances had changed 
only for the night. Tomorrow he would still have obligations 
with which he wouldn’t burden the man he loved. 


“About the clothing, Mr. Drummond, I'm grateful you 
brought me something to wear home. However, | am going 
to have to ask you to take the cost out of my salary. Of 
course, | will accept the job under whatever terms you 
choose.” 


There, | have done it, committed myself to a lifetime of 
watching what I want but can never have. My damn eyes 
are beginning to tear up again. If | shut them tightly, maybe 
they won't leak. 


He studied Bear closely, as if to memorize this moment to 
take out in the future when he was alone again. Although 
his own stuff was bargain basement, Brian knew good 
quality when he saw it. From where he was standing, 
everything that touched Bear was the best, not the most 
expensive, but the best. The trousers encasing his well- 
muscled ass were made of the finest cotton and linen 
weave. A man with body hair needed natural fabrics to wick 
moisture away from the body. The golf shirt was not 
ostentatious, but it was well made. The shoes shone with 
fresh polish and the belt matched, unlike his own usual sorry 
state of dress. 


| don’t think | have ever had such expensive and well- 
made clothing on my body, until this morning. 


Bear had showered, shaved, and changed his clothing 
before waking Brian. 


Brian felt like a grubby street urchin posing in the prince’s 
clothing. He was aware of his nerdy image. At least it let him 
Save some face. It was better they thought he didn’t care 
about his clothing than know he could not afford any. Even 
so, he always kept whatever clothing he had meticulously 
clean. He was ashamed to have appeared in front Bear the 


way he looked last night. He was so ashamed that he just 
could not accept the gift in good grace. The silence between 
them seemed to stretch. Bear was waiting for some kind of 
response. Brian felt torn in two. 


| have already said | would work for him, what is he 
waiting for? 


A loud knock sounded on the door to the sitting room. A 
whirling dervish charged in and Brian found himself locked 
in the enthusiastic embrace of a short, round woman of 
Italian descent whom he remembered vaguely as Mrs. 
Santore. She couldn’t have been more than four-feet-eleven 
inches with her rounded physique, clad in a white apron. 
She reminded Brian of every Italian grandma he ever 
encountered. That observation held true when she started 
to natter about fattening him up. He had not noticed much 
about her earlier, because he was too groggy from the 
Percocet. 


However, she made it clear now she was welcoming him 
warmly. Brian automatically turned to Bear, searching for a 
clue as to how he wished him to behave. 


Brian was a bit lost. He was still attempting to calm his 
raging libido when he caught her last remark, something 
about his room being ready. Brian’s mind reeled. 


She knew I was coming. 
Mrs. Santore had expected his arrival and had prepared a 
room. He looked sideways at his boss, just in time to see 


Donald’s eyes slide away. 


Could it be Donald finds me as attractive as | find him? 
God, | hope so. Oh man, | am so fucked up, | don’t know 


what I want. Not true, | know what | want, | don’t know what 
| can have. And God help me; I’m beginning to believe in 
miracles. Brian’s brain was beginning to work. /t was Donald 
Drummond who arranged his invitation to the club, it was 
Donald who came to his rescue last night. Maybe he cares, 
at least a little. 


Bear gave every indication of a man short on patience. 
Mrs. Santore pretended not to notice. “Mrs. Santore...” He 
attempted to give her his instructions as soon as she 
entered the room. As usual, she had gone her own way. 
Something about wiping your naked ass as a kid had 
morphed Maria Santore into a bizarre hybrid of housekeeper 
and nanny. He wouldn’t change anything about her, but 
there were times when the relationship pinched a bit. 


“Si, Mr. Donald. l'Il show him over to his room, no?” 


“lII take care of it for now, Mrs. Santore. As | told you, this 
will be his room.” 


“Not where Mr. Antonio slept?” 
Bear ground his teeth. “No Maria, here.” 


“Ah, | see, you have to watch for his head, so his room is 
next to yours, Si?” 


“Yes, Maria,” Donald answered, mentally wishing her to 
perdition. 


“You do know, Donald, this boy needs to eat. | have 
prepared a cold lunch, lobsters on ice with eggs, tomatoes, 
basil, and capers, Astaco freddo all’italiana. We have some 
fresh baked bread, and | could boil up some pasta with a 


light sauce, this one,” she poked Brian in the side, “he could 
use some more meat.” 


Bear saw Brian grimace and knew Maria had hit one of the 
cracked ribs. 


“Whatever you think is best, Mrs. Santore.” Having 
solicited the exact answer for which she angled, she left the 
room faster than a cat with a stolen can of tuna. 


“Your room is through this door,” Donald indicated. 
“Follow me.” 


SSS 


Donald carefully led Brian through the connecting door to 
the suite just right of the sitting room. Donald had watched 
Brian with covert glances throughout their short 
conversation. He was hard as a steel girder and leaking like 
a faucet. He made up his mind that Brian would be in his 
bed before the weekend was out. 


A pair of soft leather Club Chairs flanked the open hearth 
in this suite. The décor was masculine, a discretely 
understated mixture of early colonial and traditional made 
the area welcoming. Bear could see Brian relax. He was 
more comfortable here than in the rather foreboding 
elegance of the office. When Bear first had the room 
furnished, he left some areas of the room bare. He wanted 
his lover to feel at home in this space and Bear knew it 
helped if he could put some of his own possessions about 
him. 


Continuing the conversation he began, Bear asked, “You 
said your mother was with your aunt in Allentown? Have you 


some idea of what is making your mother miserable?” Bear 
probed in a gentle, but firm manner Brian could not refuse. 


Brian got up and paced the carpet, despite his ribs. “Mom 
doesn’t complain, but Aunt Mary always was mean-spirited. 
| don’t think she takes proper care of Mom, for all the money 
| send her. Mom is not dressed right and has very few of the 
things | ask my Aunt to get her.” 


“Have you asked your mother about it?” Donald inserted. 


“Yes, and she claims she doesn’t need anything new. 
Nevertheless, Aunt Mary is always dressed well, and | have 
noticed several large purchases since Mom went to stay 
with her. It’s not that | begrudge Mary the money. | just want 
her to do what | pay her to do.” Brian’s voice tightened in 
frustration. 


“Sit, Brian,” Donald commanded when it appeared Brian 
would pace until he fell face down into the carpet. 


“Have you called her on it?” Donald was pushing at this 
point, attempting to gain information by keeping a rhythmic 
beat, question, answer, question, answer. 


“Yes and no. | made mention of it in the beginning, and 
then Mary hit me up for more money. When | asked again, 
she whined that what | gave her was a pittance, and if she 
was to clothe Mom properly, she needed more.” 


“You discerned a veiled threat?” Donald asked. 


“| didn’t think it was all that veiled. Mary does not have 
the brains for subtlety. | realized if | continued to push, Mom 
would be on the street. | had to work to put together the 
money to place her in a decent facility. If Mary threw her 


out, | would be forced into accepting a Social Services 
placement. | have seen some of those places. They are 
horrible. | stopped pushing back and just hung in there, 
pulling the money together as fast as | could. My choices 
were limited.” 


Donald turned to Brian. He noticed the black circles under 
those big blue eyes. “Why don’t you call this aunt of yours 
and tell her we’ll be there tomorrow to pick up your 
mother?” 


Donald smiled as Brian’s mouth opened and his jaw just 
hung. How he wanted that beautiful mouth wrapped around 
his fat prick. He was going to die of blue balls if he didn’t 
have him soon. 


“Err, Sir, you said pick up my mother. l'Il have to tell her 
why, eh, why we’re going to pick her up.” 


“Mrs. Santore has a sister in Hamilton, who is seeking 
work aS a companion. There is another house on this 
property. With an orderly, nurse, and a companion, your 
mother should be comfortable.” 


What his mother needed was a jailor and Bear wondered if 
part of Brian’s problem was that Aunt Mary knew that and 
he didn’t. 


Aloud he said, “| want your complete attention to your 
work, and | will not have it if you are in a constant state of 
worry over your mother’s health. When you get the money 
together, Human Resources can help you find Mom a proper 
fit.” 


“Do you mean Mom can stay on the property here with 
you?” 


“And with you... just remember our agreement about you 
being available twenty-four-seven?” 


The look of joy on Brian’s face was one that Bear in 
Drummond wanted to see for all of his tomorrows. His boy 
looked as if Donald had taken a three-ton weight off his 
Shoulders. The full, blush pink lower lip on Brian’s mouth 
began to quiver. 


“With us, Brian, she is going to stay with us.” 
“PII pay you back, Sir, every dime. l'Il work for free...” 


Mr. Donald K. Drummond, who, up to this point, 
approached his wooing with the determination of a general 
mounting a winter campaign, turned into a passionate lover, 
determined to claim his own. Every second of the last 
twenty-four hours had been leading to this, his need of this 
boy. The sight of Brian in his home, lip quivering in 
gratitude, and the heat of anticipation sent Bear over the 
edge. 


Before Brian had a chance to move, Bear swept him up in 
his arms and carried him over to the bed. He laid Brian on 
the soft cotton duvet while raining kisses over his face. He 
took his time removing Brian’s shirt and Donald’s fingers 
stroked the newly exposed skin around Brian’s neck and jaw. 
Running his hands without trouble down the lean form, 
Donald removed his shoes, followed by his jeans and the 
new shirt, leaving Brian in his holey white briefs. 


Donald was not alone in his need. Brian trembled as if a 
puppy released from its cage. Even so, the boy seemed to 
know the rules and lay still, waiting for Bear to give him 
permission to touch. The length of his boy’s nearly naked 


body lay supine on the mattress, begging for Bear’s 
possession. The kid was shaking with need. A wet spot 
appeared on the surface of his white briefs. 


Bear fought the compulsion to throw Brian down and sink 
his prick into the boy’s mouth and then into his sweet, 
sweet puckered hole. Bear pulled back before he took full 
possession. 


“Don’t you want me?” Brian asked. 


“I want you too damn much,” Donald answered. “We need 
to talk, but not right now.” Donald sighed and stripped off 
his clothing, leaving on a pair of green silk boxers. 
“Understand this, boy. If | take you, you are mine. | will 
never let you go. Before this happens, we need to discuss 
terms. You are familiar with BDSM play.” 


“Yes, Sir,” Brian answered. 


“Then know this. | am a BDSM Master Dom. | teach others 
how to be Doms. | am strict. If you are mine, you will obey 
without question every order | give to you, whether it is to 
suck my cock in public or lick my boots. In my world, | would 
own you, body and soul. | would never share you, and 
Should another man touch what is mine, you would find 
yourself out on the street.” 


“I want you, Sir. | will do anything you ask to become 
yours. Please let me try. Let me show you how | can please 
you. | would give you anything you asked. Please, just take 
me,” 


“No, boy, you need time to decide. We will take care of 
your mom and spend time together while you recover. We'll 


Sleep together and l'Il hold you. However, no penetrative 
sex until a contract is signed.” 


“A real contract, with a collar?” Brian asked shyly. 
“Yes, Baby, a collar and everything that goes with it.” 


Bear pulled back the duvet from the other side of the king 
sized-bed, taking Brian with him. He covered Brian and 
himself, pulling his boy into his arms for the very first time. 
His cock could hammer nails, but he didn’t want sex. This 
time, he needed to give his Brian what he needed most, the 
protection of his arms. 


“| love you, Sir,” the boy babbled just as his eyes closed in 
peace for the first time in years. The boy was asleep almost 
before his eyes closed. 


Bear lay in the darkened room holding Brian close to his 
chest, running his fingers through the long platinum hair 
free from its leather tie. The cub loved to snuggle. His face 
turned into Bear’s bare chest. He rubbed his face into Bear’s 
furred front as he slept. Once Bear was sure he was asleep, 
he slowly moved away until he could get out of bed without 
disturbing Brian. Bear had some thinking to do. Thinking 
would be easier in the study away from Brian who could 
sway him from any purpose by just being alive and within 
reach. Bear swung his legs over the bed, giving the boy a 
wide berth. He dressed quickly in his discarded clothing. 
Bear tenderly kissed Brian on the forehead and crossed the 
hall to the stairs...at the end of the staircase stood Mrs. 
Santore. 


“Is the little one ready to eat yet?” she asked. 


“No, Mama Santore. He is asleep and | think he needs it 
about as much as he needs food. He has not had much deep 
sleep. Leave him, l'Il make sure he eats later.” Bear headed 
for his study when he had another thought. 


“How late are the stores open this evening?” 
“Which stores, Donnie?” 


Bear grit his teeth. He knew she was deliberately baiting 
him, but this time he was not going to bite. “The good 
clothing stores at the mall. | know | can’t get to Brooks 
Brothers now, but are Macy’s and Nordstrom open?” 


“Quakerbridge Mall is open until at least eleven thirty. It is 
Back—” 


“to School,” Bear finished her sentence. “Reed told me 
last night.” 


“Now, what do you need at the mall? | will send Pop or 
Joseph. Just make sure you get the sizes right. lII call the 
Personal Shopper you use occasionally, and we will fix him 
right up.” 


“Mama, | seriously think you sometimes read minds. How 
did you know | wanted clothing for Brian?” 


“Donald, you may not be the son of my body, but you are 
a son of my heart. | know you, just as | know all of my sons. 
| unpacked the pathetic box of his belongings you brought 
back. | knew you would not let him continue to dress in 
those clothes. | examined every piece of clothing he owns. 
He painstakingly darned every stitch at least four times 
over. His linens are almost transparent from frequent 
laundering. His four shirts and two slacks are second-hand 


from the flea market or a garage sale. The clothes need 
burning, Donald. Otherwise, he might be tempted not to 
take what you give him. If he is going to be with you, you 
will dress him well. | will retrieve the box and the shoes, get 
sizes and send Joseph out for the basics. When he is better, 
you can take him out yourself and outfit him as you deem 
fit.” 


“I think he liked what | bought last night with Reed. Tell 
Pop and Joseph to take Sal Junior. He is Brian’s age and 
dresses in a manner that Brian might like.” 


“No Bear, listen to Mama. Sal is more Urban Outfitters, 
they dress like those Goth types, black and leather. No, your 
boy is more Abercrombie and Fitch.” 


“Mama, that’s where Reed took me last night, semi- 
conservative hip, he called it. lII dress him in high-end 
leather for the club or just a tunic. However, at home, he 
Should be comfortable. Tell Pop and Joseph to get the 
Shopper and tell her what you told me. Thank you, Mama. 
Thank Joseph also. l'Il make sure there is something extra in 
his pay check this week.” 


“No, Donnie, you won’t. He does little enough to earn 
what you pay him. This time, he will do for you as a brother 
should.” Mama turned and left the room. 


Donald shook his head. There was no arguing with Mama 
Santore once her mind was set. Most of the time, she was 
more respectful of his position as her employer than the 
varied housekeepers employed by country club business 
associates were to their employers. 


However, every once in a while, she let him know she had 
helped raise him, and it was time for him to back down. This 


was definitely one of those times. It seemed his boy had 
made another conquest. 


Bear turned and entered his study. He needed some time 
to think of what to do next. He poured himself a brandy and 
sat in the fan chair by the fireplace. Late summer bloom 
filled the hearth, but it would not be long before the 
chimney cleaners came to prepare the hearth and stack the 
wood for the cool autumn nights ahead. 


He imagined the boy sitting beside him on the floor with 
his blond head in Bear's lap. Bear would read aloud, maybe 
the newspaper or some classic action adventure from 
Dumas or Swift. Brian would hold his own in a discussion of 
the deeper political satires behind the stories Bear enjoyed. 
They would doze by the fire and Bear would wake with the 
urgent need to possess his boy. With no preliminaries, Bear 
would take his Brian right on the rug in front of the hearth, 
his cock so deeply embedded in Brian that his balls slapped 
the boy’s ass. Brian would scream for him, beg him to go 
faster, deeper, harder, and then his boy would come so hard 
his seed would travel halfway across the room. All this, while 
shouting how much he loved his Master. The fantasy made 
Bear so hot, it was difficult for him not to run back upstairs 
and make it real at this very moment. 


It was then Bear realized he had to possess Brian tonight. 
He couldn’t wait to be smart, and damn the consequences. 
He began his preparations. 


SSS 


The low hum of an alarm woke Brian. He glanced at the 
clock. It was just after ten. He found a note on the pillow, 
written on an ecru note card. He knew the design. It came 


from the Cranes’ catalogue. At the top was “Donald K. 
Drummond” in fancy script. Although the paper carried his 
name, Brian thought the Boss he was coming to know was 
not the one who chose the fancy script. Everything he had 
seen, from the decor of the Trenton office to the lush 
accommodation of this home on the Delaware, screamed 
fine, but restrained. Bear would have chosen a 
monogrammed card. 


Brian looked around at what he supposed was his room. 
The bed was king sized and the mattress one of the most 
comfortable he had ever tested, not that he had tested 
many. For all of his age and his determined stand in defense 
of his sexual orientation, Brian’s past held just one ex-lover, 
his college roommate, Alan. 


All of the rest of his sexual play had occurred at the club. 
The Dom would get off on the whipping, and he would get 
off in the shower later. He knew if he was honest with 
himself, pain was not his overriding aphrodisiac. It was 
control, giving over control and submitting to a physically 
Superior, dominant, raw, alpha male. Donald K. Drummond 
fit him to a tee. 


His body still ached from its ill-use at the hands of Ms. 
James’ boys. He examined his torso. The bruises were ugly, 
but he felt better having rested. He’d slept in peace for the 
first time since childhood. Brian knew why. He had fallen 
asleep in the arms of the man to whom he was destined to 
belong. The man he loved more with each subsequent beat 
of his heart. 


A crystal decanter of iced water sat on the bed stand, with 
a stemmed goblet beside a polished brass lamp with an 
intricate design. He took a sip of water, and then read the 
note. 


Brian, 


If you are willing, your employment begins this eve. However, | 
think you know we have ventured farther than employment here. You 
know what | am and are familiar with the lifestyle. If you are 
interested in a less conventional relationship, please demonstrate 
your intentions. You will find clothing on the first leather chair. There 
is an en-suite bath attached to your room stocked with appropriate 
toiletries. Please use them as instructed and put on your new 
clothing. 


What I request is not onerous, so please do what I ask exactly as 
written. | am obsessive regarding obedience and if, as my submissive, 
you do not comply with my directives, our relationship is doomed to 
failure. 


You must trust my judgment and follow my orders at all times. 
Should we come to an agreement about the future, you will find me to 
be reasonable and willing to listen. For tonight, this first time, you 
must do exactly as | tell you. | mean to begin as | intend to go on, so 
there will be no illusions between us. | will meet you in the library. 


If you choose not to pursue the more intimate relationship, put on 
your regular clothing and we will have dinner and discuss your 
employment in IT. Please believe me, if you choose not to become 
lovers, your job is still secure as is my offer for a place to stay for you 
and your mother. 


Bear 


The tone of the note made Brian shiver with repressed 
desire. His sleep-befogged brain remembered the gentle 
touch of Donald’s strong hands up and down his spine. He 
shook his head. Brian prided himself on always facing facts, 
and the plain fact was he was in love with Donald K. 
Drummond. His heart would have no other. No one else had 
touched his soul in the way this man did. If Donald asked, he 
would cut out his heart and hand it to him. Brian giggled. 
Now that was a bit over the top, more Jim Boy than Brian. 
He found the love of his life in twenty-four short hours, and 


now he had to figure out how to keep him and assuage his 
own conscience in the process. 


He looked about. The rich blue motif of the room soothed 
his senses. The high ceilings and carved moldings 
contributed more to the decor than the patterns and papers. 
Brian believed the planked floors were part of the original 
construction. The bed had a headboard of antique burl. The 
room held a matching dresser and highboy. He spotted the 
two leather club chairs at the bottom of the bed. True to 
Bear’s word, the clothing was there waiting for him to dress. 


Brian drifted down to the chair to examine what Donald 
chose. Weather on a late summer’s evening in New Jersey 
was always a triple threat: hazy, hot, and humid. On the 
chair was a pair of soft linen slacks in a warm cream with a 
drawstring and matching tunic of plain white gauze with 
wide sleeves. 


Next to the chair on the floor was a pair of tatami sandals 
with a velvet thong of navy blue. On the hem of the tunic, 
Brian found a pattern of Celtic Knots embroidered in silver 
and navy. The edge also faced the neckline, and its frontal 
‘v’ cut allowed a glimpse of Brian’s smooth, hairless chest. 
Under the slacks and tunic was a silver cock ring. Its 
presence sent Brian’s hopes into the stratosphere. There 
were no undergarments on the chair. He was going to go 
commando. 


He left the clothing on the chair and made certain to 
straighten his bedding, fluffing the pillows. He left 
everything as it had been before he slept. He did not see his 
kit bag or the small cardboard box containing his 
possessions, so he went into the bath with faith Donald had 
provided everything he would need. 


A second note rested on the vanity shelf along with the 
Shaving supplies and toiletries. On shelves next to the 
pedestal sink, which Brian was sure was an antique, were 
the items he was to use laid out in no particular order. 


First, there was a series of razors and two pairs of scissors. 
Bear’s note instructed Brian to use the first three for his 
pubic area and the fourth for his facial hair. Along with the 
blades was an old-fashioned barber’s brush with what 
appeared to be sable bristles. A cedar cup contained an 
uber shaving soap from a London men’s shop. The discreet 
label on both the shampoo and conditioner told Brian they 
were from the same merchant. Three disposable enemas 
stood shoulder to shoulder. Four deep-piled towels were 
stacked beside a natural sponge. A stiff nailbrush, a soft 
buffer, and an emery board rested on the sink. 


Although the enema was uncomfortable, Brian took it as 
an excellent portent for the evening to come. He used all 
three until the water ran clear. He used the larger of the two 
scissors to trim excess pubic hair, making it easier to shave. 
He used three of the disposable razors to rid himself of any 
hint of stubble. 


The last razor was for his face and not a disposable, more 
a work of art. It was custom-made, obtained from London. 
When it came to shaving his face, he remembered the 
instructions given in a popular men’s magazine to insure a 
perfect shave and followed them to the letter. He avoided 
looking in the mirror other than to use it as an aid to shave, 
although he did notice the bruising and swelling had 
somewhat subsided. His face was still multi-colored. 


Brian thought, “The one time in my life when | want to 
look my absolute best, and here | am sporting black eyes 
and bruised cheeks.” Brian rinsed the shaving brush and the 


razor, dried them with care, and placed them back in the 
case. 


He moved into the shower. Brian was on fire with the 
notion of what could happen later in the evening. He 
considered stroking off, but decided anything not written 
down in either note was unacceptable. It was best to err on 
the side of caution. He lathered up and soaped his entire 
body, and repeated the procedure until he felt squeaky- 
clean. 


Pouring a dollop of shampoo into his hand, he lathered his 
wavy hair, digging his fingers into his scalp. This was the 
first shower he had taken at leisure since he left school. He 
took the wide-toothed, wooden comb he found on the built- 
in shower seat and worked the conditioner through his curls, 
waited two minutes, and rinsed. The water cascaded down 
his lean, but muscular, back. He found two thick terrycloth 
towels on a portable towel warmer right outside the shower. 
He wrapped his head in one, his torso in a second. Standing 
next to the sink, he scrubbed his nails until no trace of ink 
remained. He trimmed where necessary with the nail 
scissors and buffed them to a pale sheen. 


Removing the towel from his head, he rubbed his curls 
until they were damp, but no longer wet. He used the 
second towel and dried his body. Brian took extra care to 
pick up after himself, leaving the bathroom, with the single 
exception of the towels and razors, in the exact condition he 
found it. The towels he placed over the heated rack to dry. 
He recapped the razors with their safety guards and 
returned them to their original packaging. He put it in the 
trash, the packaging would protect anyone who emptied the 
wastebasket from a razor cut. He used the blow dryer to 
take away the dampness from his hair, but did not attempt 
to blow out the curls. He left it loose around his shoulders. 


Padding back into the room, he gave his cock a few quick 
strokes and donned the ring. He pulled on the soft pants 
with efficiency, pulling on the hidden drawstring belt to 
mold them to his waist. Slipping the tunic over his head, he 
kicked on the sandals. He glanced in the mirror once, just to 
make sure he was in order. He remembered Bear had 
carried him into the library upon his arrival, as he recalled, 
meaning the library was on the first floor near the entrance. 


CHAPTER TEN 


The clock struck eleven. Donald had set the alarm for ten. 
He expected Brian in the library by eleven. If he made it by 
then, he had risen, followed Donald’s instructions 
immediately and without question. Any earlier and Donald 
would know he skipped several steps in the process. Any 
later and the boy had lazed around, not anxious to please. 


He heard a loud thump in the hall. Donald opened the 
pocket doors and found a red-faced Brian sitting on the 
bottom step rubbing his hip. “What happened?” he asked in 
a mild voice. 


“I’m sorry, Sir. I’m not used to this type of sandal. | sort of 
tripped down the stairs,” Brian answered, his eyes 
downcast. 


“Up with you now, boy,” Bear ordered. “Trousers down. 
Let’s see if there is any damage.” 


Brian undid the drawstring and moved his pants down his 
legs, exposing his hip for Donald’s perusal. He gave Donald 
an earnest look. “I heal quickly. It’s nothing.” 


“I will decide what is nothing, boy.” Donald examined the 
hip. “It’s going to be discolored tomorrow and hurt like hell. 
What do you wish to do about it?” 


“Whatever is best for you, Sir, | don’t wish to disturb any 
of your plans. Uh, I’d like to spend the evening with you...to 
find out about my job.” 


The indrawn breath told Donald that Brian added the last 
bit about the job out of fear. He was not going to let him 
Skate. Donald wanted it all or nothing. 


“Only for the job, Brian...Tell the truth, boy, out with it. No 
hiding in this house.” 


“No, Sir,” Brian whispered. “Not for the job. | want...! want 
to spend time with you, Sir.” 


Donald walked over to Brian and cupped the smooth 
cheek in his large hand. “That is good, boy, very good, 
because | want to spend time with you too.” 


Donald watched the smile break out over Brian’s face. The 
sun rose in this boy’s smile. He stroked the cheek and the 
boy turned his head and deposited a quick kiss onto 
Donald’s palm. 


“Let’s get some of the lobster Mrs. Santore promised.” 
Donald led the way into the dining room. 


SSS 


“Do you mind serving?” Donald asked. “I sent Maria 
home.” 


“Not at all, Sir.” Aching to impress, Brian picked up the 
main platter and removed it to the buffet. Taking the pick, 
he removed the main body of meat from the shell. He 
cracked the tail, then the claws, releasing the meat. He 
placed the meat on the serving platter and discarded the 
shells in the bowl Maria left for that purpose. He arranged 
the meat, interspersing it with quartered Jersey tomatoes 
and fresh basil. He arranged the sliced hard-boiled eggs 


over crisp romaine lettuce, and topped it off with parsley 
and a side dollop of mayonnaise. Brian garnished the platter 
with lemon slices, which he cut and skewered on decorative 
toothpicks with capers. 


He noticed a set of four ornate Chinese bowls. One 
contained mayonnaise, the second, relish, and the third 
what looked like ketchup. The fourth bowl held horseradish. 
Next to the set was a fifth slightly larger bowl. He took one 
of the spoons resting on the side of each bowl, turned to 
Bear and asked, “Do you like the Louie sauce hot, medium, 
or mild, Sir?” 


“Medium to mild,” Bear answered. 


Brian carefully added mayonnaise, then ketchup to the 
fifth bowl. “Relish, Sir?” he asked Bear. 


“No, thank you. However if you prefer relish, you may add 
it to yours.” 


Brian put the relish to the side and carefully measured out 
a half teaspoon of horseradish. He tasted the Louie sauce. 
Putting down the first spoon in the plate for the shells, he 
picked up a second and proceeded to add additional 
horseradish. He was satisfied with the sauce the second 
time, returned the spoon to the platter, and put a fresh 
spoon in the sauce for serving. He presented the platter to 
Donald and with unexpected grace, knelt beside the larger 
man’s knee. Brian spread his thighs apart and held the 
platter for Bear’s approval with his eyes lowered in proper 
form. Bear took what he wanted from the platter, leaving 
plenty for the hungry boy kneeling at his side. 


“Very well done, boy, however, we will eat together this 
evening. There will be times when a submissive position is 


appropriate, especially at the club, and | will teach you the 
positions | prefer. However, for now, prepare your plate and 
sit beside me. There are things we need to discuss.” 


“Yes, Sir,” Brian said, as he rose and walked to his chair at 
Donald’s right and sat. 


“You may serve yourself and begin eating.” 
“Thank you, Sir.” 


Dinner was quiet with rather dilatory conversation. It 
seemed to Brian that Donald wanted them to finish their 
dinner before beginning their discussion. Brian put down his 
fork, unable to take one more bite. 


“Thank you, Sir. This was the best meal | have had in 
ages. Even better than our lunch and | dreamt about those 
lamb chops. If | don’t see her in the morning, please 
complement Mrs. Santore for me. l'Il try to send her some 
candy or something. Shall | remove the dishes?” He looked 
into Donald’s eyes and waited. 


He watched Donald take a deep breath. “No, Brian. Mrs. 
Santore will take care of those when she comes home from 
visiting with her sister. You’ll find coffee on the sideboard. 
Prepare us both a cup and carry it into the library. l'Il wait 
for you there.” 


Brian scanned the sideboard. He had noticed how Bear 
took his coffee at lunch yesterday, and prepared it in the 
same fashion, dark with one sugar. He made his own light 
and sweet. There was a toile tray on the sideboard. He 
placed a napkin on the tray so the cups would not slide and 
then the cups. He noticed a small array of after-dinner mints 
and chocolates. He took a decorative plate from among 


those displayed and carefully arranged the candy. He was 
satisfied he had done the best he possibly could with what 
he had to work with. Just as he was about to lift the tray, he 
remembered the unfamiliar sandals. He used his toes to 
remove them, lifted the tray, and walked across the foyer to 
the library door. 


SSS 


Bear was about to chide Brian for not asking how he 
wanted his coffee, but the boy had prepared it to perfection. 
Bear smiled in satisfaction. He also noted the after dinner 
treats arranged artfully on a dish. Brian had used his brain. 
Mama Santore knew Bear treasured his treats and had left 
them out for him. 


My boy noticed and put them on the tray. He also passed 
his first test. He had not only noticed the ingredients for the 
Louie sauce, he had the foresight to ask me how | preferred 
it made. He was observant, intelligent, and obedient. | knew 
the boy was smart. Even so, a Master usually taught a sub 
to be observant and obedient. Brian knew right away to 
observe the sideboard. Rather than risk my displeasure, he 
asked me what I preferred. 


“Im glad to see you had enough sense to take off the 
sandals before attempting to carry the tray. | believe in 
absolute obedience, but if my orders put you into danger | 
can’t foresee, you seem to have enough brains to know 
where orders end and common sense begins. You may 
respond.” 


“| didn’t want to spill your coffee or break a dish, Sir. | 
gave it a little thought and decided | would rather take 


strokes for being barefoot than be thrown out the door for 
destroying your china.” 


“Aha,” Bear thought. There was the sassy, mischievous 
boy the Bear knew resided inside his Baby. He was grace 
itself when he served. A lighter burden did wonders for his 
boy’s psyche. Bear decided it was time to take the plunge. 


Bear began, “Brian, I’ve known you for a mere forty-eight 
hours, but I’ve been looking for you all of my life.” 


Bear watched as Brian’s face betrayed his every emotion. 
Surprise, joy, and fear lay heavy on his Baby’s brow. He 
observed the boy as he looked up at him. Brian’s eyes 
blazed heat and desperate longing. Bear hesitated, but he 
knew what had to be said. 


“Boy, | want to give you the chance to know where you’re 
headed if you hitch up to me. Tonight, we begin. | called 
around this afternoon while you slept. | already know you 
take pain with grace, but my brand of domination requires 
something else, perfect submission. | do not expect you to 
grovel or accept humiliation. Submission to me is all about 
obedience and service. | will take questions, but once my 
decision is made, | expect complete and utter compliance to 
my wishes. This is non-negotiable. Failure to obey means 
immediate dismissal. Is this clear?” 


“Yes, Sir.” 


“Under normal circumstances, | would take you over to 
the club and put you through your paces there. However, | 
think you need a few days to heal and get used to my ways. 
Tonight, | expect you to attend to me as your Master. | am 
willing to take a few days to train you to my hand, but when 
it comes time to test you, you must perform with perfect 


grace and submission and above all, obedience. Do you 
understand?” 


“Yes, Sir.” 


“Good, your usage is correct, Brian. | am your Sir, not your 
Master. | am not your Master until | claim you with my collar, 
and that is my eventual goal. If at any time during this trial 
period before your testing you decide we are not 
compatible, or you’re unable to live under my rules, you 
may remain here until you find a place to live. The company 
will give you a salary advance to cover the costs associated 
with moving your mother to assisted living, so there will be 
no more problems or worries about your mother’s safety.” 


“Thank you, Sir, | don’t know—” Donald held up his hand 
and Brian went silent. 


“There will also be a job for you in IT at a significant raise 
in pay, no matter what happens in the next few days, 
although it may not be at the Trenton office. Please 
understand this, Brian, you are under no obligation to me 
personally, or to Drummond Real Estate. The things | just 
outlined for you would have been yours from Drummond in 
recompense for any mental duress you suffered while 
working for the company under Robbins and Mueller. You 
can walk up those stairs, get ready for work on Monday, and 
continue your life, living it as you had intended upon 
graduation, with your mother secure and safe. 


“Think carefully, Brian,” Bear continued. “I intend to 
prepare to take you with me to /ndiscreet one day early next 
week. You will have one hour’s notice to center yourself and 
to get ready to do anything | require. | expect you, for the 
time you are here, to keep up the grooming routine | set for 
you this evening. | will sleep with you every night. We will 


engage in sexual play. However, there will be no anal 
penetration until | am sure you are mine. | know you are a 
virgin to penetration. | will not take that gift from you unless 
| Know I have a gift to give you in return. 


“Now, | will outline the ugly portion of this scenario. 
Should you fail me at /ndiscreet, my driver will take you to 
the Trenton Marriott. You will occupy the corporate suite 
until you find another position. However, the burden of your 
mother’s care will continue to be Drummond’s settlement 
for your ill treatment at Robbins and Mueller’s hands. | will 
name her a dependent, continue her health insurance, and 
pay for any necessary nursing care. You, however, will be on 
your own with generous severance. | will accept no calls 
from you and you will be barred from any Drummond 
property | occupy. | have had this agreement drawn up by 
my personal counsel. It also contains a standard non- 
disclosure agreement, which prohibits you from speaking of 
this evening to anyone at any time. 


“Brian, there is something else you should know. | am a 
very jealous man. | will never share you or permit someone 
else to touch you in a sexual way. | expect you to avoid even 
the most casual touch from another man. The only 
exceptions | would allow and only under my orders are Jim 
Boy, Reed, or a physician. This rule is inviolate. If broken, 
you will leave this house with nothing, not even the clothes 
upon your back. | would continue to care for your mother, 
but | would move her to a place near to where you 
eventually settle, but you wouldn’t be in my employ nor 
would you receive a reference. | would keep my promise to 
you about your mother, but you would be completely on 
your own, far away from here. The terms are harsh. You 
have time to think about this. Shall we continue for this 
evening, or have you already decided to go back to work for 
John Blake? | want to be sure that you don’t answer me 


without thought. It is now half past twelve. Please go to your 
room and think carefully of what | ask and what | offer. Be 
prepared to give me a preliminary answer at one thirty, 
subject to the terms | offered.” 


Bear held his breath waiting for his boy to answer. He had 
laid out his terms in the harshest manner he could devise so 
there would be no confusion later. Now he would see how 
tough his boy really was. 


Brian put one finger on Bear’s thigh as Alan had taught 
him. The single finger indicated a need to speak with his 
Dominant. Bear recognized the signal. 


“You have my permission to speak, boy.” 


“May | go to my room and consider my options as you 
suggested, Sir?” Brian asked. 


“Yes, Boy,” Bear answered. Brian rose to his feet and 
backed out of the room. He didn’t know it, but he had 
passed Bear’s second test. Any boy who would give his life 
away without at least some thought was not his boy. 


He poured himself a brandy from the decanter and settled 
down to wait through one of the longest hours of his life. 


Just before the clock struck the half hour, Bear heard Brian 
on the stairs. The footsteps ceased at his office door. The 
clock began to strike and just prior to the end of the tone, 
Brian knocked on the door. The boy had followed his 
instructions to the letter. 


Bear called out, “Come in, Brian. Do you have an answer 
for me?” 


Brian stood in front of Sir, praying he got this right. He 
said, “Sir, | don’t know if | can express myself well enough 
so you understand. The point is | have no choice but to 
continue. | love you, Sir. | will love only you for the rest of 
my days. It is the way of me and mine, a blessing and a 
curse, the O’Shea Hammer. Should | fail you, what happens 
to me after will not matter very much, because | will not 
love again. 


“As for fidelity, no O’Shea has ever betrayed their fated 
mate once they met. Even if their destined love belonged to 
another whom they refused to leave, an O’Shea would be 
faithful to them until death and beyond. My own mother, 
widowed while she was still a young woman of thirty-two, 
never looked at another man. Infidelity is not in our make- 
up. | thought it would be different for me. As a Murphy and 
my father’s son, | did not expect to inherit as much of the 
O’Shea as | did. Yet, some of the traits showed themselves 
as soon as my father passed. Even so, as a gay man, | did 
not look for or expect to find the one love. Nevertheless, 
yesterday, when | first laid eyes on you, Sir, it struck. 


“I will never willingly leave you, Sir. Another’s touch would 
be as abhorrent to me as it was to my mother. | cannot 
guarantee no one will touch me from this day forward. Even 
so, | can swear the only way someone would touch me 
would be by force, and if | were physically overtaken | would 
fight back, Sir. | would never willingly succumb. | am not 
asking you to lower your standards for my sake. | want you 
to know | would never betray you by choice.” 


Brian finished his speech and lowered his eyes. He 
prostrated himself at Bear’s feet, completely flat on the rug 
with his hands and legs spread. It was at that moment that 
Brian stoically accepted his fate. Having a bit of the sight, 
he knew somehow, somewhere, an unseen enemy waited to 


bring them down. He felt it as a black cloud overlaying his 
joy. This man wished them great harm. He would not be 
satisfied until he took all that was precious away from them. 
Unless they learned to trust each other over the next few 
days, the person would succeed. 


I| won't have Bear for long, Brian thought. He spent his 
time praying for the grace to accept what was to come. 
They would not be able to avoid this confrontation. It would 
come in its own time, no matter what he tried to do to 
prevent it. 


Tears came to Bear’s eyes at Brian’s complete submission. 
He prayed he could find it in himself to learn to trust this 
boy as much as he loved him. It would be difficult, but for 
this boy he would try. Until that time, he wouldn’t say the 
words to him aloud. 


“Brian, you are mine. You are bound to me, heart, mind, 
body, and soul,” Bear whispered. 


Brian lifted his head and repeated the old words, “I am to 
you as you are to me. What you have asked, so let it be.” 
Bear scooped Brian up in his arms and for the second time 
that day, carried him up the stairs. 


They rounded the corner at the landing, but this time 
instead of entering what Brian thought of as his room, Bear 
opened the door on the other side of the sitting room. It was 
the Master’s Suite and it screamed Donald’s name. 


SSS 


Bear placed Brian down on the bed and began to uncover 
his prize. The loose gauze of the tunic and linen drawstring 


pants left little to the imagination. Bear moved his huge 
hands down his boy’s body, attempting to memorize each 
curve and crevice. Brian was lean, but well formed. His 
stomach was flat and his six-pack defined, but not to the 
extent it cried out gym bunny. Despite the glorious display 
of platinum hair on his head, his chest was almost devoid of 
hair. His pubic area was well shaved, as he had been 
instructed. 


He smelled of the London Scent of Sandalwood and Spice 
Bear had chosen to be his “someday” boy’s fragrance. Even 
so, underneath, he smelled of Brian and desire. Bear 
decided he was going to have a signature scent designed 
for him and this boy to wear which would be only theirs to 
Share. 


Brian lay on the top of the covers still and awaiting his 
Sir's pleasure. He is well trained, Bear mused. He knew 
enough not to take liberties Bear didn’t specifically grant. 
Yet, he offered the full use of his own body for Bear to take 
at his leisure. 


Bear planned to surprise his Brian this evening. His 
blueprint for tonight differed from the one his new 
submissive anticipated. Bear intended to seduce Brian into 
complete and utter servitude, so he would never even 
desire to stray or want to be anywhere other than here, in 
Bear’s home and Bear's bed. 


Master Bear was apprehensive. He had already invested a 
great deal of emotion in Brian. In fact, as he admitted to 
Reed, he needed the boy. He was well and truly caught in 
the love trap and had to make certain he was not in this 
alone. 


In Bear’s mind, Brian had passed his first two tests with 
excellence. His innate common sense, his intelligence, and 
his natural grace combined to make his service to a Master 
Sheer perfection. He had dressed in the exact order and 
manner requested and had arrived precisely on time. The 
second test he also aced. Bear told Brian to take one hour to 
determine his own destiny. Brian did not blurt out he loved 
Bear in an instant, nor did he deny himself the opportunity 
to deliberate, to weigh the pros and cons. Instead, Brian 
went back to his room and envisioned himself and Bear in 
such a situation and gave himself the necessary time to 
think about his options. 


Bear knew Brian’s first impulse was to submit 
straightaway. However, the boy gave the issue the 
consideration it deserved. Bear’s request would require a 
complete life change. If a submissive did not give it and its 
consequences the proper consideration, it was obvious he 
was not serious about the commitment a lifetime collar and 
contract signified. In the BDSM world, the collar and the 
contract meant Bear would own Brian. In the eyes of their 
world, ownership of another human being was something 
taken very seriously by both the owner and his pet. The 
third in his set of trials was small but spoke volumes of his 
boy’s desire and willingness to serve. Setting his Master’s 
tastes and desires before his own, he asked how Bear would 
prefer the sauce. He didn’t make it to please himself. 


Bear stopped exploring and took Brian into his arms. He 
noticed earlier how Brian reveled in the feel of the whorls of 
coarse hair on his chest. 


Bear spoke, “Brian, tonight | want you to lie back and 
enjoy how | make your body feel. | want to learn and 
recognize all of your noises. | want you to let go of any 


inhibition and scream or beg at will, and you will beg, boy, 
do not doubt it. First, | want your safe word...” 


Brian whispered into Bear’s neck, “China, my safe word is 
China.” 


Bear was curious. “Why did you come up with china as a 
safe word?” 


“Because my mother broke china when she was angry and 
it always upset me.” 


Bear considered Brian’s answer and decided to file it away 
for later dissection. If only half of what Bear suspected was 
true, Brian led a tortured childhood. Bear pulled Brian closer 
into his embrace. “I'll always be there for you, Baby. You 
know that, don’t you?” 


“Oh, Sir, | so want to believe you...” Brian whispered as a 
few stray tears coursed down his cheeks. 


“You will, in time. | always get what | aim for, and | want 
you, Baby, very much. Tonight | want to make you sing. 
Remember though, there will be no penetration until you 
have properly performed outside of this house.” 


“When will that be, Sir?” 


“First of all, to you, in private, | am Papa Bear. On the 
outside with our kind, | am Sir, until such time you wear my 
collar, and then | will become Master. Outside of the 
community, | am either Bear, or, if we are in a work 
environment, Donald. Do you have this straight?” 


“Yes, Sir-eh-Papa Bear,” Brian answered. 


“Tomorrow, we will pick up your mother and get her 
established here with Mrs. Santore’s sister, Louisa. Monday, 
we will use to tie up any loose ends with your apartment 
and belongings. We will also audit your Aunt’s accounts and 
find how she used the money you gave her to care for your 
mother; even if we have to subpoena her bank and credit 
card statements. We may also stop in at the office to settle 
a few matters. At any time during the next few days with 
the exception of the time we spend with your mother, | 
could give you your hour to prepare. 


“Only after | have seen you at the club will | be sure of 
your sincerity. Let me clear the air a moment, Brian. | want 
to trust you with complete confidence, just as | am sure you 
want to trust me. Nevertheless, both of us need to 
overcome life’s lessons learned and give our hearts away 
despite knowing the pain such an action might bring down 
upon us.” 


SSS 


Brian took the opportunity to bury his face in Bear’s chest 
and hold his lover in a hard embrace. He then laid back to 
wait whatever Bear and the evening had planned for him. 


Bear continued his slow seduction. He massaged, stroked, 
licked, bit, and kissed every inch of his boy’s body. He began 
by rolling the long platinum hair around his fist, exposing 
the nape of Brian’s neck. He used his thumbs to massage 
the small area between the neck bones. Brian’s breathing 
quickened. Bear growled in satisfaction and began to lick. 
Brian’s body jumped into overdrive, all of his mental acuity 
became concentrated on the one small spot. His torso 
shook. He ached to move closer to Bear, but stoically held 
his place on his back. “Not yet, my darling, not yet,” Bear 


whispered in his ear as he tongued its rim. “I want to move 
at a tortoise’s pace this evening. You have the energy of the 
Energizer Bunny. Slow down, feel me, and watch me make 
love to you.” 


Bear rained soft sweet kisses on Brian’s eyebrows and 
forehead. He nipped at the arch of his brow and his bottom 
lip. He ran his large fingers down Brian’s cheek, feeling his 
soft tender skin. Brian shivered. His cock stood straight up 
and was wet at the tip despite the cock ring he put in place 
hours ago. 


Bear noticed his erection. “Baby, you have to learn 
control.” 


“Sir, this is the first time | have ever been touched by the 
man | love. Control is a problem now. It will get better, | 
promise.” 


Bear’s answer was unexpected. He surprised himself, 
“Baby, tonight | want you to lose all control. | want your 
body to respond to my loving with true spontaneity. There 
will be plenty of opportunities where | will demand control 
and expect you to maintain it. However, tonight is for your 
pleasure. It is to prepare your body to accept mine 
eventually. Let it all go, Baby. Just let it go.” 


Bear picked up the pace. His mouth and tongue were 
everywhere. He bit the soft area between Brian’s shoulder 
joint and neck, and then followed by sucking up a mark. He 
traced his tongue from the shoulder up under the jaw and 
followed the jaw line to Brian’s ear. Here he stopped and 
traced the boy’s ear with his tongue, licking around the rim, 
drawing out each sensation. He tongued the boy’s ear with 
the familiar rhythm of intercourse as he gave Brian his 
finger to suck in the same manner. Brian provided a fine 


performance of cock sucking in miniature, taking Bear’s 
fingers in and out of his mouth, using his tongue to caress 
them. He sucked Sir’s fingers hard, he wanted Bear to speed 


up. 


Bear bit down hard on Brian’s earlobe, a bite to teach him 
patience. Brian’s response was quick. He took Bear’s fingers 
in his mouth with a smooth languorous motion, licking and 
sucking with great care in contrition for his impertinence. 


Bear began to kiss and suck his way across the line of 
Brian’s face. He traced his boy’s fine brows with his thumbs 
and gave him butterfly kisses with his long lashes. Bear 
rubbed his cheeks and chin over Brian’s fair skin, marking 
him with the burn of his five o’clock shadow. Brian arched 
his body to his Master’s, rubbing his face against Bear’s jaw. 
Brian cried out, “Sir, l'm gonna, please, Sir, | beg you.” 


Bear loosened the cock ring and placed his huge hands so 
they encompassed both his fat cock and Brian’s long and 
slender member. He began to work the cocks with a 
vigorous stroking motion, varying the speed and the grip of 
his hand to control the orgasm. He watched his boy bite his 
lips to control the sensation. 


“Papa, please tell me, are you almost there? | want to 
come with you. | want to be covered by your jism and you to 
be sprayed with mine. | need you, Papa. | want to stake my 
claim before someone else recognizes how kind, intelligent, 
and sexy you are. | love you, Papa Bear.” Brian screamed as 
his semen erupted from the slit. 


Bear soon followed, riding the wave of his orgasm until 
both men were ready to lie back down in a heap. 


Bear took some towels from the bed stand and wiped their 
chests and stomachs. He followed up by using a wipe to 
remove the residue. He slid back into the bed next to Brian 
and pulled his lover close again. Brian nuzzled into his chest 
and settled under the pit of his arm. His boy was exhausted 
and was finally free to sleep without the worry of attack, 
eviction, or murder at the hands of unknown assailants. 


CHAPTER ELEVEN 


The sunlight shining through a slit in the heavy drapes 
woke Brian at eight on Saturday morning. He found himself 
still nuzzled under Bear’s arm. He had no idea what Bear 
had on his schedule with the sole exception of picking up 
Brian’s mom. He had to call Aunt Mary and tell her they 
were coming. He began to ease out of bed, trying not to 
wake his still slumbering companion. When his toe touched 
the floor, one of Bear’s huge hands snaked out and grabbed 
him, pulling him back into the nest of his lover’s chest. 


“If you are going to wake me so God damned early,” Bear 
rumbled, “you could at least do it with a decent blow job.” 


Brian blushed with humiliation. His first morning and he 
had already screwed up by not doing what he had been 
taught. “Stay in bed until your Dom awakens, then ask for 
further instruction if you are unaware of his routine.” 


“I apologize, Sir,” Brian said and presented himself for 
discipline and punishment. 


“| don’t do discipline unless it is specifically requested. Do 
you wish to be disciplined on a daily basis, Boy?” 


“If it pleases you to do so, Sir.” 
“What would please me is for you to answer my question. 
Do you require daily discipline to stay in a submissive head 


Space?” 


“No, Sir.” 


“That is better, boy. You answered my question. Other 
Dominants may train their submissives to answer their 
questions with platitudes.” Bear mimed a sub, “‘Whatever 
pleases you, Sir. | have no opinion but yours, Sir.’” Bear 
grimaced. “I prefer an open, honest relationship. Whether 
you feel you require or do not require discipline, the choice 
is ultimately mine. However, if | ask a question, | would like 
an honest, well-thought-out answer. | do not want to live 
with an automaton. Since you did wake me without seeing 
to my immediate needs, | will put five strokes on your ass 
sometime today. Now, my dear boy, give due diligence to 
your Papa Bear.” 


Bear was already hard as a rock. Brian crawled under the 
covers and kissed his way down the happy trail to Bear’s 
cock. Bear was already leaking. Brian licked around Bear’s 
balls, cock, and his perineum. He sent furtive licks up 
between the ass-crack but immediately got back to this 
business. Brian took Bear’s fist-sized cock between his 
hands and covered the head with his mouth. He lapped at 
the head with his talented tongue, tickling between the slit 
to sip at the pre-cum leaking from Bear’s magnificent organ. 


He ran his pursed lips and tongue down the purple veins 
that stood out prominently on the underside. Moving back 
toward the top, he wrapped his lips around the head and 
began a twisting suction, which had Bear moaning in 
pleasure. Abruptly, Brian swooped down and swallowed 
Bear from head to balls, loosening his throat so Bear was 
totally encompassed by Brian’s mouth and throat. Even 
though he knew he was unable to breathe unless Bear 
chose to let him, Brian began to massage Bear’s cock with 
his throat muscles. Bear pulled out while Brian took a 
breather. 


In an instant, Brian had swallowed him completely again. 
This time, breathing in the aroma of pure male and sex. 
Even with Bear’s cock in his mouth, Brian reveled in the feel 
of Bear’s coarse hair on his face. Rubbing his nose into 
Bear’s pubes, Brian rocked back and forth. He held and 
released Bear’s cock with his throat while his clever hands 
squeezed Bear’s balls in a counterpoint. It was not long 
before Bear, who prided himself on his control, was 
screaming out to Brian to make him come. 


Brian’s mouth circled Bear’s cockhead like a vice. The kid 
increased the level of suction to such a point that Bear 
thought if the kid’s mouth was not so soft and incredibly 
pleasurable, he would have thought a Hoover was bringing 
him off. Harder, faster, wetter, the kid moved his mouth and 
tongue. Then Bear felt the long slender fingers begin to play 
around his anus. Brian placed the tip of one finger into Bear 
and began to twist. 


Bear cried out, “Push, boy, push.” 


Brian pushed not one, but two fingers inside of Bear’s 
asshole as he sucked, bit and laved Bear’s cock to the point 
of asphyxiation. Bear shouted once, “Ahhhhhhhhhh” then 
again, “Jesus Christ Almighty,” and a final time, “Mine, do 
you hear me? Mine,” while he spurted what seemed like 
reams of liquid ribbons down Brian’s willing throat. 


Bear lay back, bringing Brian back up beside him. “That, 
my boy, is how to wake up a Happy Papa Bear.” 


Bear held Brian for a bit longer, allowing him access to his 
chest and arms. The boy was entranced by his chest hair 
and could not get enough. He moved his hands over it 
constantly, twisting it into whirls, rubbing his face in it, and 
just laying still with his nose buried wherever Bear would 


permit. In this respect, they were well matched. Despite 
Bear’s care for his appearance, he refused to wax...and if 
this decision made his boy happy, so much the better. 


They spent fifteen to twenty minutes lying in the bed just 
enjoying one another’s presence until Bear’s clock began to 
clang loudly. It was time for breakfast and time to pay a 
Surprise visit to his Boy’s “dear” aunt. 


“Lazybones,” Bear bellowed as he gave a sharp crack to 
Brian’s gorgeous ass. “Time to get up and make yourself 
useful...ready the shower for two and don’t get any ideas. 
There will be no further hanky-panky today.” 


Brian stuck out his lower lip in full-blown pout and giggled 
at Bear’s confused reaction. On one end, his face was 
painted with a stern and forbidding countenance, on the 
other, his cock was eagerly rising up to meet the occasion. 


“Boy,” Bear snarled. “For causing this, you will shower 
alone and be done in less than fifteen minutes. | will see you 
in the breakfast room. Tell Maria | will have my coffee in 
exactly twenty minutes.” Brian looked back up and reacted 
like a jack rabbit chased by a fox. He headed through the 
hall to his suite and hurriedly used the less private hall 
shower while Bear used the one en suite. 


SSS 


As soon as Bear saw the white of Brian’s ass disappear 
around the corner, he broke into a full-throated laugh. How 
his boy managed to tease and play with his uncertain 
temper and avoid the consequences was beyond his 
comprehension. However, Bear mused, the cub only baited 
Papa when they were alone. In public, he was respectful to 


the point of reverence, and he seemed to have an innate 
sense of timing. 


He would tease and play when it would do no harm, or to 
bring a smile to his Master’s face, when a smile was needed. 
He would either kneel in complete silence or asked to be 
dismissed from the room when he thought he might become 
a distraction. To Bear, Brian was his perfect foil, a lover, a 
lively, intelligent companion. He was a perfect submissive 
who, if Bear read him right, was already fanatically devoted 
to his Master. The boy called it love. In his heart, Bear knew 
the boy was right. 


Bear descended the stairs and strode into the small 
breakfast room built conveniently next to the kitchen so the 
rooms shared a common hearth. Most of the fireplaces had 
been modernized both on the inside and on the outside, 
decorated with tiles, ornate fretwork in silver or gold and in 
some cases marble. Fortunately, the former owners of the 
house had left the kitchen hearth in its original condition, 
open to both sides. Of course, the chimney had been 
reconditioned, replaced, and relined, but the beauty of the 
simple farm hearth stood through time without being, as 
Mrs. Santore would say, “All ‘tarted’ up.” 


In warm weather, the open hearth served as an air 
conduit to the kitchen from the windows and doorway of the 
breakfast room, providing a natural breeze off the river to 
cool it. When the weather turned cold, the fire burned, 
warming an otherwise draft filled chamber. Bear found Brian 
at the hearth. The boy was on his back, peering up into the 
chimney with a flashlight, no doubt supplied courtesy of 
Mrs. Santore. 


“Is there something that is urgent enough to stop you 
from serving my coffee, Brian?” Bear asked in a polite, but 


bland tone. 


“No... mean yes, Sir. There is something in the flue. But 
your coffee is at the side of your plate as requested.” 


“Is it still hot, boy?” 
“Oh yes, Papa. | just set it down.” 
“So, what did you see up the flue?” 


“It looks like rags, Sir. Almost as if the chimney sweep 
forgot them the last time he did the flue. It can’t be though. 
Modern sweeps carry machinery to do the job once reserved 
for underfed and vertically challenged boys. | think | would 
have been tagged for a chimney sweep.” 


“Have Maria call a new service. | do not want a fire in the 
middle of the night, boy. May | ask how you discovered 
these rags?” 


Brian blushed. “I adore old Victorian and Federal 
farmhouses, especially those which have been enlarged 
frequently over time. They have such interesting nooks and 
crannies to explore.” 


“You sound like you have had the opportunity,” Bear 
stated. 


“No, Papa. Unfortunately, | have not. Even so, | had a 
friend with a farmhouse in Hamilton when we still lived in 
our house. His dad was always making curious discoveries 
of hidden rooms, windows, blocked doors, and bricked-over 
fireplaces. They were always trying to figure out what was 
actually in the original plans.” 


“I have the original plans to this house, if you are 
interested,” Bear said, smiling because he knew he was 
about to grant his boy a boon. 


“Oh, Papa Bear, that would be so much fun. Would you 
care to look at them with me?” 


“I might spend an evening or two looking over your 
Shoulder. Nevertheless, you should tell Jim Boy you are 
interested in old homes and antiques. He is forever fussing 
after Reed to go to the antique and flea market over on 
Route 29 on the weekends. However, | am afraid Reed is a 
lay-about like your own Master on weekend mornings. Why 
not go with Jim. If you find anything for the house you feel 
would fit its look, bring it home. Speaking of home, we are 
going to pick up your mother today,” Bear told Brian. 


“Really, Papa?” 


“I told you so last night, didn’t I? I’m determined to rescue 
your mother who raised you from the clutches of a woman 
who sounds like something out of Wizard of Oz. So you 
better eat hearty if we are to do battle with the Munchkins; 
because if you don’t eat everything on your plate, you'll find 
it piled even higher at your next meal.” 


“Yeah, I’m sure Aunt Mary could pose for both of the 
Wicked Witches at once, along with a few dozen 
Munchkins,” Brian commented snidely. 


“Does she have a weight problem?” Bear asked, waiting 
for the punch line. 


“No, she has a ‘see’ food problem.” 


“Is she allergic to seafood?” 


“No, she sees food and then it goes directly into her 
mouth.” 


“Not too respectful of Aunt Mary, | see,” Bear chided. “She 
did take your mother into her home.” 


“Papa, she took my mother’s money into her home. If she 
had a Harry Potter-like closet, my mother would be in it. | 
guess | better call the old witch and tell her we are coming.” 


“Brian, wait. Your mother will be there whether we call 
ahead or not, right?” Bear asked. 


“Yeah, she can only walk as far as the neighbor’s house 
where Mary sends her if she’s going to go out. It is only 
three doors down. Since | come and go all of the time, they 
don’t ask me for a pass at the gate anymore, or bother to 
call her and let her know I’m coming. She grumbles about it 
but won’t give the gatekeepers a tip on the holiday, so she 
bitches in vain,” Brian said with a slight upward curve to his 


lip. 


“I’m hoping they don’t tip her off today. Maria,” Bear 
called. “Get Junior to ready the big limousine. We are going 
to use it today. Oh, and tell Mr. Santore I'd like to use the 
Cobra one night this week, so he will need to take it into 
town to be washed and hand waxed.” 


“You have a Cobra?” Brian asked, wide eyed. 
“Yes, | do, a 1967 AC Shelby 427 red Cobra rag top, with a 


white racing stripe, in pristine condition,” Bear answered 
with pride. 


“Would you give me a ride in it, Papa?” Brian begged 
eagerly. 


“Maybe, but right now we have business to transact. 
Remember Baby, | live a very good life here and so will you. 
Nevertheless, we have to work to support it. | intend to cut 
back on my hours, but it is important to keep your hands on 
the wheel or you may find someone else driving.” Bear 
looked at Brian and was pleased to see the cub not only 
absorbed what he told him, but also was thinking about it. 


“If that’s the case, Papa, maybe you should clean house a 
bit before you cut back,” Brian said. “There are some people 
over at Drummond who've made gold bricking into an art 
form.” 


“Would you feel uncomfortable pointing them out to 
management, Brian?” 


“Not really, Papa. | was afraid of Robbins, but the rest of 
them are all bluster. | can see some of the older employees 
taking a somewhat longer break, but they always get their 
work finished. The ones who hang out with Robbins, 
however, they always bullied someone else into doing most 
of their share. Since Robbins backed them, they would get 
away with it. Those are the ones who should be put on 
notice.” 


“Those are the ones whose ass Mavis is going to fire first,” 
Bear growled. 


Brian giggled. In complete agreement with one another, 
they seated themselves in Bear’s black limousine and 
headed to the senior living development in Allentown. 


Brian’s aunt was about to leave her residence as Bear’s 
limousine pulled into her driveway. Brian could see she was 
all done up for one of her trips to Atlantic City. 


“What is the meaning of this, Brian Murphy? You know you 
are supposed to call before you come here, and who is this 
man with the vulgar limousine? You will have all the 
neighbors talking and | will not be able to hold up my head 
at bridge on Tuesday. Well, young man, | asked you a 
question. Who is this man?” 


“My name is Donald K. Drummond of Drummond Realty. 
You may recognize the name, because | own many of the 
shopping centers and strip malls in the area. You must be 
Brian’s Aunt Mary.” 


“Yes, I'm Brian’s aunt, but what does it have to do with 
you, Mr. Drummond? Brian visits this house on family 
business. | don’t see him socially. Nor do | encourage these 
weekly pilgrimages to see his mother. They only upset her. 
Yet the boy continues the practice as if it were her home 
and not mine.” Aunt Mary gave Bear a high sniff and a 
raised brow. 


“Oh, Mary Murphy, you are so very wrong about whose 
business I’m here to conduct. You see, | am part of the 
family by way of being Brian’s partner.” 


“You disgusting pig,” Mary shouted as she slapped Brian 
across his still bruised face. “How dare you bring your 
deviant lifestyle into my home and shove it in my face? I’m 
going to call the police and your dear mother is going to find 
herself out on her ear.” 


Bear grabbed Mary’s arm before she could take another 
shot at Brian. He noticed she didn’t attempt to assault him. 


He heard the car door open and Junior stepped onto the 
curb with his cousin, Frankie. 


“As far as calling the police is concerned, Ms. Murphy, isn’t 
it convenient | brought a County Sheriff's deputy along with 
me? He has a warrant for your arrest for the misuse of 
government funds, income tax evasion, and a sordid 
assortment of other non-violent crimes. However, by 
assaulting your nephew, you just upped the ante, and you 
did it in front of three witnesses, one of which is an officer of 
the law. Now come with the officer quietly. His car is parked 
at the end of the cul-de sac. Brian and | will fetch his mother 
and after you come home from prison in about fifteen to 
twenty years, you might get to visit her. That is, if you are 
still alive. Prison is a little rough for nasty old bitches. The 
young ones generally make them their char women.” 


While Bear enjoyed giving Mary Murphy her 
comeuppance, Brian went into the house to pack up his 
mother’s things. Bear lifted his head as he heard his boy 
scream, “Sir, Sir, please come right away, and bring the 
Sheriff and that bitch with you.” Bear did not hesitate. He 
ran for the door, dragging Mary behind him. 


Frankie and Junior followed them inside, Frankie drawing 
his weapon. They found Brian huddled behind a broken 
door, cradling a very frail woman in his arms. 


“Someone, get me a knife,” he shouted. Brian held a 
woman, bound hands and feet with heavy-duty cord. There 
was no gag, but it seemed to be unnecessary since she 
could barely breathe, making speech beyond her capacity. 
Junior cut the ropes while Brian rubbed her hands and feet. 
In the room, there was a single bed, bare but for sheets and 
a thin blanket. Irene had been tied to the bed, with only 
enough play in the bindings to turn in her sleep. 


“Whatever charges you and the District Attorney can 
dream up, I'll be there to press against this woman,” Brian 
stated. “If you could arrange to have the DA show me a 
copy of her accounts, | can tell the court where a great deal 
of the money originated. I’ve been sending my mother 
money to supplement her Social Security for some time 
now, at least sixty percent of my salary,” Brian reiterated. 


“Brian was an intern at Drummond Realty before he 
became my personal assistant this past Friday. He has been 
making seventy thousand dollars for over a year now. My 
accountant found she had provided my assistant with 
duplicate and triplicate medical bills with the dates 
changed, none of which he was obligated to pay, because 
Drummond’s insurance picked up the tab and the co-pay 
was billed to Medicare. There were at least thirty-five 
thousand dollars in fraudulent medical bills submitted to 
Brian. She additionally charged both Brian and the 
government for being a resident care provider for her sister- 
in-law...and this was the type of care she provided.” 


“I only tied her up when Mrs. Daily down the road couldn’t 
sit with her,” Mary retorted. “I’m allowed some down time. 
The government worker said so.” 


“According to my investigator, Mrs. Daily is an 
unrepentant drunk and rarely, if ever, took care of Mrs. 
Murphy. If she is sober enough to answer her door, Mrs. 
Murphy was forced to walk down the street with inadequate 
clothing for the weather and let herself into Mrs. Daily’s 
house. While she was there, she would be lucky if she would 
get a small amount of food and water, while Mary Murphy 
was on one of her very frequent bus trips to Atlantic City. | 
will have my investigator send you the files. Please take this 


piece of human refuse out of my sight while | see to my 
partner and his mother.” 


After watching Mary’s performance, the officer, with 
backup, had no problem removing the hissing, scratching, 
and biting she-cat Brian had the misfortune to call aunt to 
the squad car. Frankie shot Bear a look saying he intended 
to thoroughly enjoy the trip. He had explained to Bear and 
Junior earlier that if the bitch willingly confessed, neither 
Brian nor his mother would have to make a court 
appearance. Frankie was going to promise her the Martha 
Stewart jail, if she confessed. Of course, Martha Stewart jails 
didn’t exist in the New Jersey penal system. 


Bear’s huge arms lifted both Brian and Irene from the 
floor. He balanced Brian under his arm and placed Irene in 
Junior’s arms to take to the limo. Brian was babbling, and 
the tears were rolling down his cheeks and into his mouth. 
His nose was running and he fumbled for a tissue. “I have to 
get her stuff,” Brian whimpered to Bear. “This is entirely my 
fault. | didn’t take good enough care of her. | tried so hard.” 
His sobs were getting less controlled and bordered on 
hysteria. 


“Brian, Baby, no one could have known this. The only 
reason | found out is Reed had Jim Boy check your 
background for your membership at /ndiscreet. Reed told 
Jim Boy to have the investigator dig a little deeper than 
usual, because he knew | was attracted to you and he didn’t 
want a repeat performance of the Antonio fiasco. If it 
weren’t for Jim Boy and Reed, | would have been a 
mushroom in the dark just like you,” Bear said. 


Brian had stopped sobbing midway through Bear's 
speech. When Bear referred to the mushroom, he gave him 
a half smile. 


“Yeah, a real mushroom fed shit and kept in the dark. Sir, | 
owe you, Master Reed, and Jim. | don’t know how, but 
someday | will pay you back for all you have done for me. 
I’m not talking about money, Sir, because there is no 
amount of money in the world that can recover the time my 
mother lost in this hellhole the past year. However, if there 
is ever anything else you need or want from me, | don’t care 
what it is, I’m your man...the same for Master Reed and Jim 
Boy, Sir. May | have your permission to go and get her 
things?” 


“Only bring things she would consider irreplaceable. | 
would not dress her in a single thing that harpy provided. 
She will also have her own brand new towels, linens, 
cosmetics, and bath essentials at the house. Junior looked 
up the sizes and called Mama Santore and Louisa to go 
shopping. Get what you think she would miss and leave the 
rest to be sorted out later.” 


Bear stepped into the limousine and sat on the bench 
opposite Brian’s mother. He tucked a chenille throw around 
her body, although it was not chilly in the late summer air. 
Nevertheless, Bear had to consider shock. Putting on his 
company manners, Bear began, “Mrs. Murphy, my name if 
Donald K. Drummond. As you might have gathered, I’m both 
Brian’s boss and his significant other. | hope you have no 
objection.” 


“No,” Irene answered in a weak voice. “I have always 
known Brian was a homosexual. I’m glad he found someone 
decent. | hate to ask, but do you have any idea what’s to 
become of me?” 


“Brian had planned to place you in a luxury assisted living 
facility. Did you know how much money he was paying your 


sister-in-law to take care of you?” 


“It wasn’t my concern, Mr. Drummond. Obviously it wasn’t 
much, because | didn’t get much care,” she shrugged. 


Knowing what this miserable excuse for a human did to 
Brian, | have to bite my tongue and keep in mind that Brian 
doesn’t remember. | can’t be rude or sarcastic, even if Brian 
does remember. She is his mother. | need to grit my teeth 
and get hold of my temper. 


“Brian gave your sister-in-law over seventy thousand 
dollars for your care alone. He also paid off all of your 
outstanding medical bills, charge cards, and back rent so 
you wouldn’t have to suffer the indignity of bankruptcy,” 
Bear pointed out. 


Irene thought for a moment, then said, “Well, Mr. 
Drummond, my son must have been living the high life 
indeed, if he could afford to give money to Mary. It would 
have been better had he just taken me to live with him, or 
would it have cramped your style?” 


Mrs. Murphy didn’t know how very close Bear Drummond 
was to blowing a gasket or three. 


“Irene, may | call you Irene?” She nodded in an almost 
regal fashion. “Brian and | have started dating only recently, 
and | asked him to move in with me last night after seeing 
the appalling conditions in which he lived. Do you know he 
has not had enough food to eat in well over a year? | had 
him examined by a doctor. Brian has been slowly starving 
himself to death, because he was trying to save money to 
help you. He lived in a fourth floor walk-up, which was a 
combination shooting gallery and roach motel. One of the 
meanest gang mothers in Clinton runs it. Yesterday, 


because she saw my car, she tried to kill Brian. She thought 
he was whoring and she wasn’t getting her cut.” 


“Was he? Whoring? Mary always claimed he was, she said 
something about a club at the shore. | never bothered to 
listen. | knew he would come home and treat me royally, 
and that was all that really concerned me.” 


“How would Mary know such things?” 
“She said she had friends...” 


“ld bet if we look at the charge cards and bank 
statements there will be a charge for a private investigator 
among them. She had to know exactly how much milk she 
could squeeze out of the udder before the milk failed. 


“How did you know, Irene, that Brian would care for you so 
well?” Bear asked, his voice growing harder in tone as he 
Shrunk in volume. 


“Oh, Mary and I both told him since he was a little boy, he 
would be responsible for my upkeep. He ran his father 
ragged and he died. So it was only logical for Brian to take 
his place.” 


Bear listened to her prattle on about her sainted husband 
for a few minutes while some salient tidbits of truth 
coalesced in his head. 


“Irene, have you ever been in the hospital for something 
other than a physical ailment?” 


“Oh, yes, Mr. Drummond. You mean my spells. | used to 
have them on a regular basis, and Brian was so afraid of me 
when | would come awake. | was finally hospitalized for 


ninety days. They said | hurt the boy. Now, | know | didn’t, 
and Brian told them | hadn’t hurt him either. But they put 
me on pills | still take. You know, Donald, Mary used to say | 
beat my own son bloody, but | know better. Brian is such a 
good boy, he would have told me about it.” 


Unless he was either so frightened or so traumatized he 
buried it so deep he wouldn't have to deal with it. 


Brian opened the limousine door and jumped in, giving 
Bear a quick kiss and his mother a hug. He began to check 
her over to see how badly she was hurt. 


Bear decided now was the time to interrupt. “Baby, she’s 
okay. The knots weren’t tight. They were just there so she 
would not wander away. Brian, were you aware your mother 
has a severe mental problem? She’s been in treatment for it 
since you were a child?” 


“Oh, Brian,” Irene asked. “You remember my spells? | was 
just telling your young man about them.” 


“Spells, Mama? | don’t remember you having spells,” 
Brian answered, sounding very confused. 


“You probably don’t remember, because a lot of the time 
you were hospitalized right along with me. You were the 
clumsiest child, always breaking bones and ribs. Don’t you 
remember staying with Mary? She said you had to go home 
just before | was able to leave the hospital. She was 
outraged that you preferred men. She told me | raised a 
child who would desecrate her brother’s memory, but you 
didn’t. Your boss seems to think highly of you. That is good, 
because | don’t think Mary wanted me underfoot anymore. 
Now, where have you arranged for me to go? | warn you, 


son, | won’t tolerate the kind of rat hole you felt adequate 
for your own needs.” 


Bear snaked his arm around Brian’s shoulder. “Was she 
always like this?” he asked. 


“Pretty much” he replied. “She had it all together when 
Dad was alive, but once he passed, she went a little nutty. 
What is worse is | missed blocks of my childhood and 
although she claims never to have left my side until | went 
to college, something teases at me. It says she was away at 
the hospital often. Mary wanted her placed in the loony bin. 
| refused, | would never do that to her. My Dad would not 
have wanted me to do that.” 


“You don’t have to worry anymore, Baby. As | told you, | 
have an empty house on the property. It is only a year old. | 
built it for Mama Santore’s middle son, Anthony. When his 
rotation finished, along with his enlistment, he planned to 
come home from Iraq. He was set to marry to a local girl. 
The house and the acre of property around it was my 
wedding present to them. A week before he was to leave, 
his unit went out on patrol. Baghdad street gangs ambushed 
his unit and he died before help could reach them. The 
house has been sitting there vacant. It is fully furnished and 
if it needs anything additional, your mom and Louisa could 
shop for it. | could hire a live-in handy man, who could also 
serve as private security, in addition to a nurse and a 
nurse’s aide. The house is all on one floor and is 
handicapped accessible. It is less than a mile away from the 
main house, so you could see your mama every day. 
However, our late hours or company would not bother her. 
What do you think?” 


Bear watched Brian look him in the eye and knew 
something had gone awry. He decided to go along with it for 


the time being. “Sounds great Donald, if it is all right with 
my mom, it is fine with me. What do you think of the plan, 
Mom?” 


“Oh, Donald, you are such a dear boy to think of my 
comfort. Why did you not think of this Brian? l'Il be so much 
better off there than in some kind of home, no matter how 
fancy you Say it is.” 


Bear picked up his cell phone and dialed Papa Santore. 
“Brian’Ss mom and Louisa are going to be staying there for 
the foreseeable future. Also, call the doc and tell him | need 
a strong and competent nurse’s aide, preferably male, along 
with a lease for Dr. Harris to set up an office in the building 
across the street from the house. Explain to the doc that he 
will be able to see other patients. However, his main 
concern will be caring for Brian’s mother, whom | suspect is 
bipolar, maybe schizophrenic and under-medicated from her 
own description. Yes, there is the danger of violence, slight, 
but there nonetheless. If | need to hire three separate shifts 
to see to Irene, | will. The doc will help with the details. Call 
Jim Boy for any additional help. 


“Irene, my housekeeper’s sister Louisa is going to stay 
with you along with nurses who will help with your spells. 
Are you sure this is acceptable?” 


Irene said, looking pointedly at Brain, “It’s about time 
someone took care of my needs.” 


As Bear spoke to Sal, he watched Brian’s face. About a 
quarter of the way through the conversation, a flicker of 
recognition crossed his brow. He looked at his mother and 
then back at Bear. “Oh Jesus, what have | done.” 


They pulled into a driveway wide enough to house a three- 
car garage. The house itself was a u-shaped ranch and had 
a detached garage. A covered portico led to a set of stairs 
built to reach the large apartment above the garage. A 
guest cottage was located behind the house. 


The house itself boasted five bedrooms with adjoining 
master suites. Louisa could have one and Irene the other. 
The other three bedrooms would serve for the nurse and the 
nurse’s aide. A spare room could be set up either for 
hobbies or even as a small infirmary, if necessary. 


Irene, naturally, picked the largest suite with the better 
view. Brian started to voice an objection, but Irene raised 
her voice to tell him she deserved it, because of what she 
had suffered. Before the situation deteriorated into an 
argument, Louisa and Maria arrived. Sal called Bear and said 
the doc was on his way over toots suite, so Bear was able to 
steer his Baby out of harm’s way before the inevitable 
explosion. 


CHAPTER TWELVE 


For the first time since early morning, Bear and Brian were 
in the car alone. Bear spoke to Brian in a strained voice, 
“When did you remember, Baby? Was it while | was on the 
cell with Pop Santore?” 


“Yes, it was. | started to remember everything when she 
began to berate me in the car. Nevertheless, the full weight 
didn’t hit until you spoke to Sal. What now, Sir? | can’t 
burden you with a dangerous mental case.” 


“| don’t think there will be any problems, Baby. The real 
reason Medicare turned her down for a transplant was the 
drugs she needed to take to control the schizophrenia. It 
sounds like your father’s death made it sudden-onset. | feel 
for you, Baby. She doesn’t even realize she was the one who 
taught you how to take a beating. Knowing this, Brian, | 
don’t think | want you to be submissive to me. Maybe we 
could just be together as domestic partners?” Bear asked 
seriously. 


Brian answered quickly, “Sir, our relationship as Master 
and submissive is as important to me as it is to you. Were | 
to let you opt out of such a large portion of our lives, | would 
be doing us both a great disservice.” 


“Baby, you have some serious issues that need to be 
worked out. What happens if, after therapy, which | will 
insist upon, you find you no longer wish to live the life?” 


“Sir, it really doesn’t matter how | came to be what | am. 
What matters is what | am on the inside. Therapy will not 
change the essential core of a person. It may make them 


aware of why they are who they are, but genetics also play 
an essential role there. It would make sense to me to 
understand why | am a submissive. What it won’t change is 
my natural inclination to submission and that | love you.” 


“Brian, are you sure about this? | swear to you, once you 
are mine, | will never let you leave me. | mean it. | find | am 
a very possessive man where you are concerned. | would 
lock you up before | would let you go.” Bear spoke with 
unusual, unbridled passion. He grabbed Brian and pulled 
him into his arms. “Do you understand this, Baby? | would 
rather kill both you and myself than have another take you 
from me.” 


Brian looked up at his beloved Bear. His bright eyes shone 
with unshed tears. “Papa, | beg you, give me the chance to 
prove to you we belong together. | am an O’Shea. We love 
for an eternity. There is none for me but you.” 


Bear lifted Brian out of his arms and on to the seat. “You 
have not healed yet, Baby. | cannot take you to the club in 
your condition.” 


“Papa,” Brian said, as Bear noted the serious tone. “I’ve 
worked as a temp in worse condition than this.” 


“Brian, | want you too badly to say no. However, Greg 
Harris is stopping in at seven. He will give you a physical 
examination prior to going over to see your mother. If he 
says you can make the trip to the club, you may. If he thinks 
it would be a bad idea, you will stay home.” 


They drove from Anthony’s house, now Brian’s mother’s, 
up the driveway and stopped. Maria was on the porch, 
dinner was on the table. 


“Later tonight, there will be a more substantial snack in 
the kitchen when we get home.” 


They sat down at one end of the long dining table to a 
light dinner of a pasta salad with steamed vegetables in a 
light balsamic vinaigrette dressing. Following the salad, 
Maria served a melon melody with raspberry sherbet. 


“If | call for the Cobra, Maria makes a light dinner, 
because she knows l'Il be at the club. | don’t believe | could 
ever be ashamed of you, Baby. | called Cisco earlier, he and 
Harris both agreed if | were careful, we could begin as soon 
as we arrive at home. You will prepare your body and dress 
in the clothing | lay out for you. If you have any questions, 
ask them now, after | go over the rules. You may not speak 
to anyone other than Jim Boy or Reed and then only with my 
permission. You will be in complete submission from the 
time we leave the house this evening. You may not speak to 
me. If | wish you to do me a service, | will tell you or signal 
to you what | need. Take your clues from Jim. He is a good 
teacher. 


“If there is an emergency, or you absolutely need to leave 
my side at anytime during the evening, you are to place two 
fingers on my sleeve and wait for my attention. If | don’t 
grant you my attention, you will continue kneeling with your 
forehead almost touching the floor and your arms crossed 
and lay upon your chest. Your ass will barely touch your 
heels. This position is not comfortable. There must be at 
least an eighth of an inch space between your head and the 
Carpeting at all times, and your ass may never actually rest 
on your heels, only hover above them. The distance 
between your heels and your ass should be no more than 
six inches.” 


“Yes, Sir.” 


“When you walk, you are to be one and a half steps 
behind me at a forty-five degree angle from my right 
Shoulder. You must follow me without falling out of step.” 


“Yes, Sir.” 


“You say, yes, Baby, but can you do these things? They 
require extensive muscle control and training. You have 
been unable to train for over a year.” 


“There are some things you never forget, Sir, like riding a 
bike.” 


Bear smiled, but covered it with a cough. There is the 
sassy, mischievous boy I crave like a drug. She didn’t ruin 
him with her careless and brutal remarks this afternoon. If 
she weren't his mother, I’d string her up for what she did to 
him. 


“All right, Brian, you win. We will go to /ndiscreet tonight. 
However, you must be aware that if you do not pass this 
test, | will forever ban you from my sight. As | agreed, your 
mother will be cared for in perpetuity. | will pay your current 
bill and have a small sum of money sent to you at the 
Trenton Marriott. It will enable you to make a decent start in 
another state. Although it was not part of the original 
agreement, | will make a few calls to those men | know who 
head the firms where you refused employment. | will explain 
your circumstances have changed and you are at liberty to 
accept their offer. 


“I will also give you my highest endorsement, but nothing 
more, boy. If you insist on doing this tonight, this may be my 
last opportunity to...” Bear grabbed Brian and kissed him 
with all of his pent up passion, frustration, and rage against 


the fates who brought him to this crossroad too damn soon. 
Brian kissed him back with all the love and passion in his 
soul. 


“Open the door, boy. Go upstairs and prepare yourself for 
me.” Brian looked at his lover one more time, then bowed 
his head in silent salute and left for the library. 


Bear picked up the cell. “Jim Boy, | need you to arrange 
something for me tonight, with Reed’s permission, of 
course.” Bear proceeded to outline in detail what he wanted 
done. 


SSS 


Brian came down the stair in a skirt like toga, his chest 
covered in a short vest. The hem of the toga hit just above 
the middle of his thighs. Under the toga, he wore a wrapped 
loincloth. This, Bear said in the note he left Brian, was so no 
one but he would have easy access and it would give Brian 
time to get away if it was necessary. The toga was made of 
fine white muslin trimmed with golden thread. The Scottish 
thistle entwined with the Irish shamrock all along the neck 
of the open vest and the hem of the pleated skirt. He wore 
golden sandals with ties circling up to his knees. Underneath 
the tuxedo he donned, Bear felt himself getting rock hard 
despite the cock ring he wore. 


If Brian followed instructions, he should be wearing the 
new golden cock ring. Bear decided he wanted to see. “Lift 
the toga and unwind your loin cloth.” 


Brian placed himself exactly four feet in front of Bear. He 
undid his toga sensually and folded it, placing it on the 
stairs behind him. He then twirled his body for Bear as he 


removed the loincloth, landing at Bear’s feet on his rear feet 
and legs supporting his ass, showing his genitals to his 
advantage and making available for his Master’s use. The 
only items remaining on Brian’s body were the vest and the 
golden ring tightly encircling his engorged cock. 


“Very nicely done, boy,” said Bear. “You have two minutes 
to redress and be out on the front porch awaiting 
transportation.” Bear watched as Brian dressed at what 
seemed like super speed. 


SSS 


Salvatore Santore, Jr. pulled up in the Cobra. Bear watched 
Brian as he tried to control his instinctive reactions. “Go 
ahead, boy. You may examine the car and ask all the 
questions you wish until we pull up the club’s drive. | will let 
you know when to begin strict discipline. This, by the way, is 
a small reward for putting on such a wonderful display for 
me in the foyer. | hope there will be opportunities for many 
more such displays.” 


“And rewards...” piped in Brian. 
“Yes, Baby, and rewards.” 


Strange...this boy does not look for flashy jewelry, money, 
or fancy clothes. He asks for material rewards for others, 
like his abusive mother. For himself, he asks for intangibles, 
a ride in a special car. | don’t understand, but | admit it 
flatters me. The thing he seems to crave most is my 
companionship. Funny, for the thing | crave most Is his. 


He let Brian into the passenger seat and jumped into the 
driver’s seat. Bear was showing off and he loved it. Brian 


began to question him as soon as he fastened his belt. He 
had seat and shoulder restraints installed when he had the 
vehicle refurbished. He was not a purist when it came to 
Safety. 


The ride didn’t seem to take the usual thirty to forty-five 
minutes. Brian’s questions about the car kept his mind 
occupied. When Bear thought about it, it kept Brian’s mind 
off the coming test. 


Soon, they reached the driveway of their destination. Bear 
lifted his hand and said one word, “Silence.” 


Brian stopped talking mid-babble. The babbling gave 
away his Baby’s nerves. Bear took a deep breath; there was 
no second-guessing himself at this point. The valet opened 
the door of the car and he stepped out. He looked over to 
Brian. “You may exit the vehicle with the grace and dignity | 
expect. Come and stand by me while | reiterate your 
instructions.” 


Brian performed with such grace that Bear didn’t even 
hear the car door close. Bear tossed the keys to the valet 
and said, “Leave.” 


“Yes, Master Bear.” The valet left the circular drive to park 
the Cobra. Bear turned to the boy, he could not think of him 
as his or as Brian, or he would make this more difficult for 
both of them. 


“Boy, you have but two rules tonight...Silence and 
Obedience. You will not speak to anyone but Jim unless | 
give you specific permission. You will only follow my, or in 
the case of my absence, Reed’s instructions. You may speak 
to Jim only while he gives you a tour of the club. Most of all, 
you will allow absolutely no one to touch your body either 


by accident or on purpose. Everyone here knows the rules 
and they will not hinder a boy in white because they know 
he is in training, so there should be no problems. Nod, if you 
understand my instructions.” 


Brian nodded once. 


“Remember the consequences if you fail, boy. Now, heel.” 


CHAPTER THIRTEEN 


Brian placed himself one and a half steps behind Bear ata 
precise forty-five degree angle. They climbed the steps and 
Jim Boy and Reed met them at the door. 


Brian tried to keep track of the room around him with 
lowered eyes. He didn’t want to trip over someone and find 
himself out on his rear end. He gave a bow to Reed when 
introduced, which demonstrated the exact place the man 
had in Brian’s Master’s esteem. He knelt and lowered his 
arms and his head in respect. His kneeling demonstrated his 
Master’s great regard for his friend, the lowering of his arms 
and head indicated he, also, felt deep respect and love for 
this man. 


He stayed in position as Reed conversed with Bear. 


“He is accomplished, Bear. Jim Boy will have very little to 
teach him of our ways.” 


“Yes, he is accomplished. It is a miracle he is so 
accomplished and bright when | consider his origins and 
what he has been through.” 


“Did he remember, Bear, when you went to pick up his 
mother?” Reed asked. 


“Yes, it was kind of scary. He coped. He took a deep breath 
and got on with settling her in the house. | was very proud 
of the way he handled it, yet it bothered me that he did not 
rail and rant.” 


“I told you they called him the /ce Man at the Shore. Jim 
believes Brian internalizes his feelings,” said Reed. “That’s a 
straight path to an ulcer.” 


“It is also a path to nervous collapse. Is there anything | 
should know about this evening?” Bear asked. 


“Yeah, you need to talk to Tom Martino. He is in the bar. | 
spoke to him today on the phone, and he came over tonight 
deliberately to see you.” 


“Let’s take this to the bar and see what Tom has to say. Is 
Jim Boy available?” Bear asked. 


“Yes,” Reed answered. “I sent for him as soon as | saw 
your car in the driveway. You brought out the Cobra, a huge 
treat to give a boy who doesn’t wear your collar.” 


“It was well-deserved,” Bear said roughly. 


“I'll hear the rest of that story with Cognac. Tom is waiting 
at the private bar. Jim Boy can give Brian the nickel tour 
while you and Tom exchange information and | presume tell 
me what the fuck is going on?” 


Jim Boy appeared at Brian’s side. 


Reed said, “Jim, you are to give the boy the club tour he 
missed. He is unable to speak to anyone but you, so make 
sure you stay by him in case trouble comes along. Anything 
you'd like to add, Bear?” 


“No, Reed. The boy has been given his instructions and | 
have every confidence in Jim.” Brian watched from his 
position on the floor as the two men left. 


“Get up, hon, you can’t see the club from the floor.” Jim 
held out his hand. 


Brian put both hands behind his back. “I’m sorry Jim. If 
you don’t mind, l'Il get up by myself, | need the practice.” 


“Okaaaaaaaaaaaaay, a bit of a stickler, aren’t we?” 


“I love him, Jim. l'Il do anything | can do to keep him,” 
Brian whispered as if in half prayer. 


“Oh, | can help you there. | can tell you what he likes and 
what he doesn’t care for at all. | can even tell you all about 
Antonio,” Jim giggled. 


Brian put both hands over his ears in the universal symbol 
of becoming deaf. “If you try to tell me, Jim, l'Il not listen. | 
appreciate what you want to do for me and | love you for 
trying. However, Bear is my destined mate. | must learn his 
desires and preferences either by myself or through him. To 
do it any other way would be cheating.” 


“Don’t you even want to hear about Antonio?” Jim asked, 
eyebrow up in disbelief. 


“Damn you, Jim. Of course, | want to know everything 
about Bear. | would sit here and listen to you talk about him 
all evening and every damn evening after. However, | don’t 
think he wants me to listen to gossip. He wants me to find 
things out for myself. | fully intend to honor his wishes, so if 
you don’t stop, l'Il have to go find him.” 


“Don’t get all huffy, honey. | had to ask, you know. If you 
had listened, | would have known right away if you were not 
the right boy for Bear. It is important to Reed that Bear gets 
the right boy this time. So, please forgive me, | but follow 


the orders of my Lord and Master,” Jim said with a wink and 
a wiggle. 


“You do that very well,” Brian said. 
“What?” 


“Flirt, wink, wiggle, interrogate...fight, patch people up. 
You're a very talented man, Jim. | would really like for us to 
be friends.” 


“I agree, brat, | agree. Let’s cut through the Cigar Room 
and find our Sirs.” 


“Wait,” Brian shouted after Jim. Jim came back to where 
Brian was standing. “I can’t go through the Cigar Room.” 


“Why not?” asked Jim, a bit irritated. 


“Sir detests the smell of smoke on my person or my 
clothing. He just spent a fortune on toiletries and scents for 
me from London. It would displease him were | to come to 
him stinking of cigars and cigarettes. If you want to cut 
through the room, could you give me directions to get to our 
Sirs by other means?” 


“You are obsessive, but so is Bear, so | guess you are a 
match made in Heaven,” Jim grumbled. “Come on, we'll go 
the long way.” 


They were almost to the door of the private bar when Jim 
bolted ahead of Brian. Brian looked to run after him, but was 
body blocked by four huge strangers. Trusting in the club 
rules, Brian put his finger on his lips and displayed the color 
of his tunic. 


“Look at him. The little whore is telling us he will not tell 
his daddy what we are about to do. He’s even showing off 
his little skirt,” one of the drunks remarked as the circle 
around him got tighter. 


“He isn’t showing off his little skirt boys, he’s showing us 
where he keeps his little cock. Don’t you know all of these 
faggots have tiny baby dicks?” 


Oh fuck, Brian thought. Who are these people? Where is 
Jim? He looked and behind the four Italian goons stood Zeke 
Robbins. What was Zeke Robbins, a fucking homophobe, 
doing at a gay BDSM club? 


One of the goons grabbed his arm and the circle opened. 
In strolled a man with the coldest eyes Brian had ever seen. 


“| hope you looked in the mirror tonight, kid, because after 
| finish, you won't have a face...or balls and a cock,” Zeke 
added. 


| guess that supplies me with the answer. They are here to 
kill me, to hurt Bear. | can’t let him hurt Bear. | can take 
whatever he dishes out, but he can’t hurt Bear. 


All of a sudden, Brian found himself tackled to the floor. 
The first drunk sat on him and kissed him, slobbering spit 
and whiskey all over his face. The cold-eyed man watched. 
When Brian spat at him, he kicked his ribs. Zeke Robbins 
didn’t even try to touch him, he just watched with a sadistic 
smile. 


The person with the eyes was the leader of this pack of 
wolves. Four held him down as he grabbed under the toga, 
and when he did not come up with a hand full of genitals, he 
began to punch and kick Brian. It was only a few minutes 


before the other patrons of /nd/screet realized Brian was 
both unwilling and ineligible for play. 


A huge brown-skinned man, sporting leathers and an 
earring, came out and attempted to pull the man off Brian. 
Brian heard the ominous click of a gun being readied to fire. 


“Get the Boss,” the huge man hollered to the bartender. 
The words barely left his mouth when one of the others took 
out a second weapon, which he slammed across the black 
man’s face. 


“Yes,” said the fake drunk who slobbered on him. “Get the 
boss. Frankie has a lovely show planned.” Brian noticed the 
glint of steel that appear next to his throat. 


The men dragged Brian to his feet. From this position, he 
could see Bear shoving his way across the room. Brian 
yelled, “Master, no, they have guns!” 


Brian felt the blade slice his toga. The bartender called out 
and two bouncers came running. Bull maneuvered to kick 
the first gun away, clearing the way for Master Bear, who 
took out the second with his bullwhip. Robbins tried to run, 
but was blocked by Jim who had circled in from behind so he 
couldn’t escape. 


Brian stood still as the man with the knife sliced through 
his loincloth. The gold cock ring fell to the carpet as the man 
grabbed at his genitals. Brian cried out and dropped to the 
floor, leaving Bear a clear path for the bull whip. One strike 
and the knife fell from Frankie’s hand. Frankie began to kick 
at Brian, who was curled into a ball attempting to cover both 
his nakedness and his despair. A second snap of the whip 
sent it curling around Frankie’s waist. Bear reeled him in like 
a fat fish and the bouncer grabbed and netted their prey. 


Bear began to whip Frankie until his clothing was in shreds 
and red welts appeared on the back of his black silk shirt. 
Frankie hit the floor and Bear followed, releasing the whip. 
He threw hard and determined punches at Frankie’s face 
while kneeing his cock and balls with horrific force. Frankie 
screamed in pain and begged for a quick death. 


Lt. Martino appeared behind Bear and said, “Enough.” As 
he proceeded to read Frankie and his goons their rights, Jim 
Boy stepped forward holding Zeke by the collar. Zeke had 
two black eyes, one of which was swollen shut. 


He screamed at Martino, “This man assaulted me.” Jim 
slammed his free fist into Zeke’s balls. 


“Shut the fuck up and listen to the Lieutenant, because 
you are going down with them. | believe the charges are 
conspiracy to commit murder, attempted murder, and 
assault with a deadly weapon, trespassing on private 
property, and those are just the ones | can think up. I’m sure 
Master Tom here has a larger repertoire.” 


Brian saw a path open before him and soon Bear was 
kneeling at Brian’s side. Brian was still curled up in a fetal 
position, as if he was trying to protect himself. He looked up 
and saw his lover, and realized it would be for the last time. 
He failed. Bear got there in time to prevent a rape, but Brian 
was violated by the drunk’s kiss, and Frankie’s hands on his 
cock and balls. Technically, despite all effort to the contrary, 
he had broken the rules. Even though he fought them tooth 
and nail, he failed. 


Tony, the lead bouncer called in the Sherriff’s office for 
backup and Zeke Robbins, who was out on bail, was taken 
back into custody. Frankie would need a trip to the ER before 


he hit the Trenton jail. Reed was ready for that contingency 
by producing the agreement all guests signed before club 
admission. 


Neither the club, nor any club patron is responsible for 
injuries incurred while stopping a patron from attempting 
non-consensual sexual play. 


Before he left, Reed found out how he made it in the door. 
The Sherriff’s Department found Joey unconscious behind a 
bush, and the door was untended. Robbins and Frankie had 
just walked in and sat down at the bar. The members 
assumed they and their party were vetted at the door. Reed 
suspended the privileges of all of the members who stood 
by watching as the boy got beaten and nearly raped. 


When one of the wealthier members affected objected, 
Reed snapped, “Read the rules, you bent bastard. We only 
engage in safe, sane, and consensual sex. Can you 
comprehend the word consensual, or did your instructor 
leave that word out of your lesson plan? The boy was also 
clothed in white. There is a sign at the entrance and it is re- 
posted over every bar and hung, framed, at least four times 
in every room, saying a boy in white is being tested for 
collaring. He is under house protection and he cannot be 
touched or detained in any way, unless his potential Master 
expressly asks for your assistance.” 


The man began to sputter, “But Bear did—” 

Reed lost his temper, let loose with a punch, and broke 
the man’s nose. “Don’t even try to give me that lie. The only 
two people Bear asked to assist him were myself and my 
boy, Jim.” 


“I’m going to own this club, Davis,” the man threatened. 


“You are?” asked a voice, bellowing from the floor. “Is that 
before or after my boy files charges of attempted rape, 
assault, and assault with a deadly weapon against you? Tell 
me, what will you own then, Mazlo? | have more dirt on you 
than a bulldozer digs up building a shopping center the size 
of Quakebridge. What are you doing here, Mazlo, working up 
to be the Mall of the Americas in dirty laundry? Get the fuck 
out of here, and while you are at it, get the fuck out of my 
town. Because if | have the misfortune to lay eyes on your 
face again, it will be permanently rearranged and you'll find 
yourself posing as the cornerstone for my latest project.” 
Bear snarled, “Leave, now.” The man scrambled to the door 
and safety. 


Bear turned his attention back to Brian. “Can you sit up, 
boy?” 


Brian tried, but he winced. He couldn’t help it, his right 
arm was very sore, and he knew from experience it would 
get worse. He was so lost in his own mind, he hadn’t heard 
or seen anything around him. He had retreated into 
subspace where he felt safe. 


Bear noticed the wince and snapped out one word, 
“Stand.” 


Standing in a bar of about a hundred men, Brian stood 
exposing his privates at Bear’s one word command. 


Brian was dizzy and in obvious shock. Bear picked up 
Brian’s arm and examined the bruising. The outline of five 
distinct fingerprints marred his white skin. Bear turned Brian 
and examined his back. When Bear ran his fingers over the 
base of his spine down toward his flaccid cock, Brian winced 
again. The area felt abraded, but Brian could not be sure 


until he got to a mirror and looked. The deft finger moved 
downward and inspected his swollen ball sac. A drop of 
blood fell on Bear’s hand. Bear looked at him with a tight- 
lipped grimace of distaste. He said one word, “Follow.” 


Brian began to shiver from shock and fear. Someone had 
marked him. Another Master had touched him and Brian had 
not had sufficient skill and experience to duck the 
encounter. He had broken a rule. Bear hadn’t said he could 
speak, hadn’t given him a chance to explain. He wondered if 
he could keep it together long enough to pack his things. 


The car was waiting below the porch. Bear took a thick- 
piled terry robe from an attendant stationed at the door and 
wrapped it around Brian. He carried him to the Cobra and 
placed him in the front seat without a word. He buckled his 
belt and went to the driver’s side. They rode back in silence. 


Donald looked straight out at the road. Brian had his face 
covered under his arm. He shivered in despair. His unshed 
tears were choking his throat. Brian had failed. The word, 
“Failure,” pounded and pounded into his brain. He’d had his 
one chance at love and he blew it in a space of forty-eight 
hours. He knew he would not get another. To save any shred 
of dignity he had left, he must maintain calm. Donald’s face 
looked grim. Brian had not received permission to speak, so 
he remained silent. What had seemed a short distance on 
the way to the club, took forever on the way back. 


They pulled up the long drive. Donald jerked the Cobra to 
a halt in front of the house and threw the keys on the seat. 
He walked to the passenger door, picked Brian up into his 
arms, and carried him up the porch steps. Mrs. Santore 
stood at the door, but Donald brushed right past, looking 
back to say, “Brandy, my suite.” 


Brian’s chest began to heave with the effort of holding 
back his tears of loss and frustration. He felt dirty, used, and 
he knew he was now unworthy of Donald’s care. 


Donald took the stairs two at a time. He made a quick 
right at the top and opened the door to the Master Suite. He 
took great care placing Brian on a leather chaise and 
disappeared into the bathroom. As soon as Donald left the 
room, Brian felt the tears begin. He couldn’t hold them in 
anymore. It didn’t matter, nothing mattered. He had 
managed to lose it all. He curled into a ball and cried deep, 
soul wrenching sobs, which bespoke pain so deep, it pierced 
the soul. 


He felt, rather than heard, Bear lean over him. He lay 
impassive as the man he loved undid the belt of the robe 
and removed it. He did not notice Bear’s drawn face, the 
raw anguish and guilt in Bear’s eyes, or the empathic wince 
as the Dom cleaned the abrasions on his back with quick 
gentle strokes. Brian kept his eyes closed. Because he didn’t 
want to see revulsion in the Master’s beautiful grass green 
eyes, he missed the tear that leaked from the corners and 
peppered the dark lashes of Bear’s eyes. He didn’t see Bear 
examine the heavily bruised arm, or the sad smile at the 
presence of the gold cock ring still clutched in Brian’s hand. 


Bear lifted him again into his arms. Brian turned his face 
into Bear’s shoulder, breathing in his scent, storing it in 
memory to bring out for comfort in the long, lonely years to 
come. He refused to look at the man he knew was his 
destined mate. Brian didn’t want to view the disgust and 
shame he knew would be reflected back from Bear's eyes. 


He thought about the huge boot on his back, the beefy 
fingers with the dirty fingernails that had sullied his new 
tunic, and the slobber, spit, and whiskey in his mouth and 


on his face. He shook as he remembered the hands and the 
knife touch his privates. Brian broke out in fresh sobs. 
Donald pulled him tighter into his embrace, but Brian didn’t 
notice, he was too caught up in his own grief. 


Donald kicked open the door to the Master Bath and 
lowered Brian into a steaming hot whirlpool tub, fragrant 
with a combination of scents that sung a song of old growth 
forests. Brian thought that the scent would forever say, 
“Donald, my Bear.” 


The aroma teased his senses and to his embarrassment, 
his cock began to harden again. Brian’s long slim cock had 
channeled a python since he donned the cock ring late that 
afternoon. Donald had not given him permission to remove 
it, so Brian had left it in place until Frankie touched him at 
the club. As his hard on fizzled, the ring dropped to the floor. 
Brian had grabbed it and hidden it in his hand, wanting at 
least a piece of Bear with him so he could endure the rape. 


Brian opened his palm and set the ring on the side of the 
tub. If Donald didn’t see fit to take it away from him, he 
would leave and take it with him as a reminder of what he 
could have had. Donald washed his body with quick, sure 
strokes, scrubbing away any trace of his tormentor. 


“Will you never speak to me again, my love?” 


It was not the words as much as the timber of Donald’s 
voice that blew the fog from Brian’s brain. His mind couldn’t 
seem to process what Sir had asked. In a panic born of hope 
and terror, Brian took his wet hand, laid it, and tapped it 
twice on Donald’s knee. Could it be in the melee following 
the incident that Donald had forgotten Brian didn’t have 
permission to speak? 


Donald looked at Brian quizzically and then back at the 
hand, causing a huge water stain to spread over the fine 
linen slacks. Brian’s face reddened as he pulled back his 
hand. He turned his body in the tub, looking for a small 
towel to soak up the damage. The frantic motion of his turn 
in the whirlpool caused a counter wave, which continued up 
and over the lip of the top and splashed onto Donald’s shirt 
and shoes. 


Brian backed up in horror and hit the side shelf with its 
neat row of shampoo, conditioner, and soaps. The motion 
sent the bottles tumbling down into the water. With a cry, 
he jumped up and sprayed more water on Donald and the 
Surrounding floor. Brian peered out from under his lashes. 
Donald was soaked head to toe, his custom leather shoes 
waterlogged, sharp creased trousers and custom-made shirt 
trashed. Brian was so mortified, he didn’t know where to 
hide. He stood in the middle of the tub looking from side to 
side, seeking a quick exit. 


Donald began to laugh. It was deep and hearty, a rich 
basso of a laugh. “Oh no you don’t my boy,” Donald purred. 
“You’re mine and you are going nowhere except straight into 
my bed this evening. | thought that perhaps you were too 
injured, too traumatized by the incident at the club for my 
attentions. However, if you can create this much havoc, you 
are well enough. You may speak whenever you wish.” 


Brian grabbed a large towel, threw it around his waist, and 
fell to his Master’s feet, holding tight onto his legs and 
sobbing out incoherent promises. 


Donald sat down on a chair placed strategically next to 
the tub. He toed off the expensive shoes while continuing to 
stroke Brian’s head, murmuring reassurance. He shrugged 
off the wet shirt and moved Brian to dispose of the pants, 


breaking the habits of a lifetime by leaving it all on the floor 
to deal with in the morning. 


Using the towel he wrapped around his boy, he made 
quick work of drying Brian and then his own body. He took 
his boy up into his arms, and walked through the door and 
over to the bed. Using one muscled arm to hold Brian, he 
turned down the duvet and sat Brian down on the bed. Blue 
eyes gazed into green. “Speak, Brian. Tell me,” Bear 
commanded, soft voiced. 


“I know | failed you, Sir, but | was frozen. | wasn’t allowed 
to speak. He grabbed me and | couldn’t run. He tackled me. 
| didn’t expect it, and so | fell. He sat on me and pulled my 
hair to force my mouth to his face. | couldn’t yell and he was 
too strong, although | tried to escape. Then Frankie had 
them hold Bull at gunpoint. | broke silence and yelled to you 
that he had a gun. When Frankie used the knife to strip me, 
| couldn’t fight. He was going to shoot Bull. Then he took the 
knife to my...” Brian’s sobs got louder as his body quivered. 


“| didn’t see the other one put his mouth on you. | would 
have killed him,” Donald stated in a whisper that was more 
frightening than his Bear’s roar. 


CHAPTER FOURTEEN 


“Sir, please don’t send me away.” Brian knew he was 
babbling, everything jumbled up in his mind. The one 
fragment of clarity was the idea that somehow, some way, 
he had to convince Donald to keep him forever. “I know I’m 
nerdy, clumsy, and | come with issues, but, Sir, no one will 
ever love you as much as I will. | swear, Sir.” Tears streamed 
down his face. 


“Dear Lord,” Donald said as he pulled Brian into a rough 
embrace. “You were perfect. | failed you, my boy, | failed 
you.” 


Donald had to clear his throat several times before he 
trusted himself to speak with any coherence. 


“My boy, you were perfect...perfect in every way. The 
trouble is not on your head, but mine. | sent you with Jim 
Boy. He invited you to gossip, but you didn’t. The short cut 
through the cigar room would have displeased me and you 
knew it. You are an intelligent sub who thinks on his feet. 
You knew enough to question Jim Boy, and you cared for my 
preference and did the right thing. | was waiting for you at 
the other side of the room. Jim was instructed to lead you 
right to my feet.” 


As he spoke, Donald moved around the bed and climbed 
in the other side. He propped up several pillows, sat against 
them, and pulled Brian back into his arms. Donald turned his 
face and nuzzled Brian’s neck, planting wet kisses along the 
collarbone. 


“I’m so besotted with you, | planned to skip the trial 
period and ask you for full partnership. You are perfect for 
me in every way.” 


Brian burrowed into Bear’s chest, his fingers making 
whorls in the springy curls. 


Donald sensed Brian was about to speak, and forestalled 
it with a swift kiss and a finger on his full pink lips. 


“| need you to understand why | had to test your strength. 
Jim Boy would have mentioned Antonio. You didn’t ask 
questions, which | expected. What blew me away was your 
deep sense of personal honor. You refused to let Jim feed 
you information. You stopped him from giving you insight, 
which might have furthered your cause. Then, you avoided 
the cigar room just to please me. 


“AS you may suspect, Jim Boy reported on your behavior 
at Reed’s request. | was on my way to you to confess my 
sins and beg you forgiveness on bended knee, if necessary, 
when they accosted you...fuck. | have never been so 
frightened, so angry, in my life. 


“You are my beautiful boy and | want you with me 
forever...no rules, no bullshit, just you and | together.” For 
Donald the Bear, Master of the one word command, it was 
quite a speech. 


Brian looked up into Donald’s face, tracing the already 
heavy stubble. “I love you so much, please, Sir, make me 
yours. | want your rules. | want to work to please you. | am 
yours completely to do with as you will.” 


“Be sure, love. There will be no turning back. | was always 
a possessive man, but with you, I’m afraid | will be a bear in 


truth. As | said before, | will kill anyone who touches you.” 


“Make me yours. | want you so. | have since | first saw 
you,” Brain said simply. 


“I’ve seen your blood test, | know you are clean. | have a 
certificate in the drawer. | stopped at the doctor last night 
and got it,” Donald admitted. 


“I trust you, Sir. Trust is what this is all about, trust and 
love. | need to trust you and to have you trust me.” 


“I do my love, now let’s get you to bed, just to sleep 
tonight. We’ll see how you are in the morning.” 


SSS 
Morning came and Bear woke Brian with a kiss. 


“Let me put this back where it belongs.” Bear took the 
cock ring and put it back on his boy’s cock. 


“Lay back, boy. | want to learn more about your body. You 
may not touch me, and above all, you must not come until | 
give you leave. | let you keep your cock ring, to give you a 
better chance at obedience.” 


Donald ran his hands through Brian’s hair. Unlike his own 
coarse and curly mane, his boy’s was fine as silken threads. 
He kissed and tongued along the hairline, taking time to run 
his wide thumbs over the arched brows and closed eyelids. 
Moving closer, he brushed the long pale lashes with his lips. 
He cupped his palms and traced them over the high cheeks, 
noting the fine bone structure of Brian’s face. 


His skin shown pale, silken to the touch with the clarity of 
porcelain. The lower jaw along the line of the beard felt soft. 
Donald bet Brian didn’t need to shave more than twice a 
week. He planned to spoil his boy with fine soaps and 
lotions to keep his skin unblemished by any markings but 
his own. Donald’s tongue teased the shell of his ear, tracing 
the outline to the lobe and following the line to the jaw, 
stopping at the lush lips. 


Brian’s cheeks were flushed with heat, his respiration 
quickened, but his boy didn’t move a muscle. Donald 
outlined those lips with his tongue, darting in and out, 
tasting his mouth and worrying the plump bottom until Brian 
opened to him. He kissed him with deep passion, scraping 
teeth. Donald placed wet, violent kisses on Brian’s mouth 
and cheeks, looking to erase the fear from his mind. 


Brian remained still. Donald began to place light nips, 
making his way across the collarbone from the shoulder and 
up to the nape of the neck. He bit a place just below Brian’s 
ear, which sent an involuntary shudder down his boy’s 
spine. Donald sucked up a mark right there and Brian 
opened his eyes in alarm, but Donald quieted him with 
kisses and stored the spot in memory. 


He raised Brian’s arms and pinned them over his head, 
trailing his mouth over the undersides of his wrists, stopping 
to pet and stroke the pulse point. Once placed, Brian 
remained in position. He needed very little instruction on 
how to please. The lean, muscular body lay like a feast 
before him. Both his and Brian’s cocks were leaking copious 
pre-cum. He wanted this to go slow. 


Reaching into the bed stand, he grabbed a vial of the 
finest lubricant and stuffed it under the pillow. He took his 
own cock ring and managed to get it over his cock and set 


in place. He knew, despite the ring, he would not last very 
long. He ran his big hands down his boy’s torso, alternating 
tiny bites, licks, and pinches. He stopped and pinched each 
nipple into hard pebbles. He would get those pierced and 
decorated with filigreed rings, a sight he would reserve for 
his own eyes. 


Brian let out the softest of moans. 


“Yes, my lover, sing for your Papa Bear. | want to hear you 
howl.” Bear pinched each nipple harder, and then laved it 
with his tongue. When he bit down, Brian screamed and 
almost came up off the bed. There was no doubt in Bear’s 
mind his scream was pleasure, not agony, for what he 
screamed was, “More, Papa, more.” 


Bear continued stroking Brian’s skin, varying the touches, 
pressure, and feel. He rubbed his chest in Brian’s face and 
his boy begged to touch him, Bear held firm. If Brian laid but 
one finger on him, he would come and he had so much 
more planned. He turned Brian over. 


Bear massaged Brian’s back and legs in long hard strokes. 
He missed nothing. Brian’s feet, his knees, torso, arms, all 
were touched, stroked and petted until his skin was super 
sensitized. A short breath of air made him shiver in delight. 
A light touch sent him into spasm. It was time to take off the 
edge. Bear lay back on the bed, turned Brian’s face to his, 
and said, “Suck me.” 


He watched his boy scramble down following the trail of 
hair to his cock. With a gentle but sure touch, Brain picked 
up Bear’s leaking cock. He licked around the sides and down 
the slit, cleaning all the pre-cum away. He pursed his lips 
and pulled the head into his mouth. Using his tongue and 
hands, he played, putting Bear in a frenzy of need. Then he 


drew in his cheeks until they looked concave. With gradually 
increasing pressure, Brian took Bear’s wide blunt hammer 
and drew all of it into his mouth until the head hit the back 
of his throat. Brian used his tongue to lick at the sides, and 
buried his nose in the thick chestnut fur decorating Bear’s 
nest. 


Brian took him deep and didn’t balk when Bear’s hand 
held his head down. He kept licking and sucking until Bear 
loosened his hold. Bear watched as Brian gave him the gift 
of his complete trust. Brian began to work his heavy balls, 
rolling them in long slender fingers, moving his head up and 
down to take his Bear further down his throat. 


Bear roared, “Remove your ring, boy. Come!” He felt one 
hand leave his cock, but the other kept rolling his balls, and 
Brian’s mouth suckled harder. The boy started to shake as 
soon as Bear gave him permission. Bear's command 
brought on frantic sucking motions. He grabbed his boy by 
the hair, pulling him off his now painfully engorged, purple 
cock. 


“I want your sweet ass, boy. Lay still, on your back. Wait.” 
Bear left the room and came back with a soapy wet cloth 
and bowl. He wiped across Brian’s stomach, taking care to 
rinse the cloth with each swipe. He soaped and then rinsed 
the area around Brian’s cock, which had already begun to 
regain interest, the groin, and then the tops of the boy’s 
legs before he left the room. He went back to the bath and 
returned from the bath with fresh water and a second cloth 
that he used to remove the last of the soap. 


“It will irritate your gorgeous skin if | leave you soapy, and 
it gives me time to cool my jets. Boy, you make me broil.” 
Brian let out what Bear thought was a happy sigh. 


“You're going to need a lot of preparation to take me. But | 
will make you mine today, there is no turning back now.” 
Brian just nodded. 


“On your side, boy, bottom leg straight, top leg bent.” 
From this position, Bear could watch the boy’s face as well 
as his hole. What a sweet little rosette it was. It glistened 
pink and clean both inside and out. Bear could not resist 
lapping once at it with his tongue. Brian moaned again. 
“Please, Papa, please.” 


Bear continued kneading the tight high bubble cheeks of 
his lover’s sweet ass, opening the cheeks wide and placing 
hard bites along the ridge of the crack. He worked in circles, 
continuing down toward the goal. Once reached, Bear 
placed his thumbs on either side and pulled the cheeks 
apart. He dove at the rosette, this time pointing the tip of 
his tongue and using his thumbs to open the passage. 
Brian’s body was vibrating with pleasure. Bear reached 
under the pillow for the lube and poured it over his thick 
fingers. 


He first used the thumbs to work the lube into the skin 
just outside the passage. With his left hand, he grabbed the 
tube and poured more of it on the fingers of his right hand. 
Thumbs and tongue had stretched the opening enough so 
the first finger met with little resistance, despite its size. He 
bent the finger at the knuckle and began the hunt for his 
prostate. He found it almost immediately. Brian began to 
writhe on the bed. 


“Still.” The command, accompanied by a sharp slap to the 
enticing cheeks, brought instant obedience. Using still more 
lube, he coated the index and the middle fingers, taking 
care to slip into the heated tunnel at a measured pace. He 
slid past the sphincter with just a grunt from his lover. 


Again, he bent the fingers at the knuckle, and he tapped the 
prostate. He watched Brian’s face. It was set in ecstasy and 
determination not to fail his Dom. Bear separated the two 
fingers into the rosette and opened it into a perfect three 
hundred and sixty degree circle and backed out. He sat for a 
minute, waiting to cool down, knowing Brian needed the 
third finger to stretch his opening before he could take all of 
Bear’s thick cock. Brian was longer, but Bear was thick. In 
his younger days, many lovers had been unable to take him 
at all, until he learned the art of intense preparation. 


Brian panted above him. He babbled again. “Please Papa, 
please. | want you. | want the burn, the pain. Please make 
me yours. Take me.” 


Bear turned Brian, pinning his shoulders to the soft cotton 
of the duvet. “If | take you now, | won’t be able to stop if it 
hurts. I’m too far gone.” 


“Yes, Papa, please Papa, now. Make me your boy. | want 
you. | want to hurt from your marks. Please, Papa. Please.” 


Bear grabbed Brian’s legs and turned him onto his back. 
He hoisted them up, shoving a pillow under his hips. “I want 
to see you when | claim you.” He grabbed the tube of lube 
and lubricated his cock, using liberal amounts of the slick. 
He put additional slick on his middle and index finger and, 
using the fingers as a conduit, poured slick around and into 
Brian’s pucker. He intended to hammer Brian into the floor. 
After watching that fuck put his hands on his boy, he could 
do no less. 


He grabbed his cock in his fist and lined up to Brian’s hole, 
took a deep breath, and began to enter. It was difficult at 
first as the muscle was tight. He looked at Brian. “Relax and 
push out.” Donald felt the muscles give and Brian pushed 


up to engulf him in sweet heat. He began to move in slow 
motion, telling himself use short strokes, not deep, not 
pounding. 


Brian begged from beneath him, “Harder, harder, please, 
Papa. Kiss me.” 


Bear took those sweet lips and traced them with his 
tongue, forcing them open. He began to pound his cock into 
Brian, taking long, hard, deep stokes. Brian moaned, yelled, 
and begged him to reach between them. Bear continued to 
pound at him, arms and hands moving in concert, delivering 
rough slaps and bites. He pulled Brian up to his chest, 
burying his lover’s face in his fur. Brian became a wild man. 
He bucked up to his Papa Bear, meeting every thrust. He 
screamed Bear’s name and tossed his head from side to 
side. He begged, he threatened. Bear kept pounding. He felt 
his balls beginning to tighten and the tingle at the base of 
his spine. He held it for one, two more stokes and he 
shouted, “Come, Brian!” 


Brian screamed. Without a single touch his cock spurted 
jism so hard, it sprayed Bear’s shoulders. Bear felt his own 
orgasm begin from the tip of his toes and slam into Brian, 
endless loads of cum, so many that he lost count. In 
exhaustion, he fell to his elbows, not wanting to smother the 
Smaller man with his weight. Through the daze, he felt 
gentle kisses along his neck and a slow pull onto his side. 
He closed his eyes and must have dozed a moment, 
because when they opened, Brian was busy cleaning and 
drying his body. When the boy finished, he pulled him into 
his arms and covered them both with the duvet. 


The room lit up with sunlight. In the darkness beneath the 
covers, where secrets were safe and lovers shared them on 
pillows, Bear told Brian about Antonio. The tale was not 


much different or more tragic than some passed over 
pillows at night, safe in the dark. However, Brian was 
touched that Sir chose to share. He knew at that moment, 
Bear was as much his as he was Bear’s. There were details 
they had not covered. They leapfrogged over dating and 
courtship, but Brian loved as an O’Shea. Like his mother, 
with his whole heart and soul. The Drummonds seemed to 
come from similar stock. 


Bear mumbled somewhere in the direction of his ear, “You 
are Mine, Brian. My boy forever, | love you.” The last bit 
whispered as Bear drifted off again into sleep. 


Brian turned in his arms and placed his face into the 
furred chest he so adored, “I'll love you forever, Papa Bear. 
Your boy does not want to go anywhere you aren’t.” 


EPILOGUE 


The club was closed to all but invited members. Jim 
worked for a week preparing for this day, the day both he 
and Brian were to be collared by their Masters. Brian spent 
most of the week in bed under the watchful eye of Mama 
Santore; forbidden to get up with a promise of severe 
punishment should he try. 


It wasn’t so bad. Bear provided him with an e-reader and a 
laptop so he could do some work to keep his mind active 
and believe he was paying his way. More clothing appeared 
in his closet and Bear spent every moment he could with his 
boy. 


Tonight was the night of the collaring ceremony. Jim would 
only tell Brian that Bear had driven the staff crazy to get it 
exactly right. Reed hired extra security, Bear wanted no 
repeat of past nightmares. Brian still had dreams; but his 
Bear was always there to comfort him during his night 
terrors. 


Earlier Bear had come upstairs with a fabulous set of red 
leathers, a harness, chaps, and a vest to match. Brian knew 
what Bear wanted and groomed himself accordingly. They 
took the SUV to the club to avoid memories of the previous 
disaster. Brian, for one, was relieved to not relive one 
second of that horrid night. 


When they arrived, Bear went up to the podium in the 
main room placing Brian’s red leather collar with gold 
stitching next to Jim Boy’s blue. The Masters and their subs 
formed a line on each side of the room. Bear, followed by 
Reed, put their boys through their paces to show the 


membership how well they were trained. By the podium 
stood two whipping posts, when the boys reached the posts, 
they disrobed, bared for all to see. Bear was the first to take 
up his bull whip. 


“From now on, boy, you only take strokes from me. In 
return, for your strength and obedience, you will carry my 
collar always, along with my enduring love.” He placed his 
collar around Brian’s neck and soldered the D rings in place. 
Reed silently did the same for Jim. Bear tied his boy’s arms 
up to the pole and positioned his legs. Taking out his famous 
bull whip he struck his lover in an intricate cross patch 
pattern leaving welts but not drawing blood. 


Reed used a flogger to the same effect. 


To thunderous applause, Bear gently removed the cuffs 
from his boy’s wrists checking for any abrasion. He picked 
up Brian and took him to the room on the side of the stage 
for aftercare. Quietly, he said to Brian, “You are mine now 
and forever.” They exchanged kisses and fell into each 
other’s arms. 
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